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THADDEUS 


WARSAW. 


Be  hush'd,  my  dark  spirit !  for  wisdom  condemns. 

When  the  faint  and  the  feeble  deplore  ; 
Be  strong"  as  the  rock  of  the  ocean,  that  stems 

A  thousand  wild  waves  on  the  shore — 
Thro'  the  perils  of  chance,  and  the  scowl  of  disdain. 
May  thy  front  be  unaltered,  thy  courage  elate  ! 
Ah  !  even  the  name  I  have  worshipped  in  vain. 
Shall  awake  not  the  sigh  of  remembrance  again  ! 
To  bear,  is  to  conquer  our  fate. 
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Loin  d'aimer  la  guerre,  il  I'abhorre  ; 
En  triomphant  meme  il  deplore 
Les  desastres  qu'elle  produit  : 
Et  couronne  par  la  victoire, 
II  gemit  de  sa  propre  gloire. 
Si  la  paix  n'en  est  pas  le  fruit. 
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THADDEUS  OF  WARSAW. 


CHAP.  I. 

When  Thackleus  awoke  next  inoi'iiing  he  found 
liimself  more  refreshed,  and  free  from  the  effects 
of  the  last  night's  discovery,  than  he  could  have 
reasonably  hoped.  The  presence  of  mind,  and 
activity,  which  the  fire  called  on  him  to  exert,  hav- 
ing forced  his  thoughts  into  a  different  channel, 
afforded  his  nerves  an  opportunity  to  regain  some 
portion  of  their  usual  strength.  He  could  now  re- 
flect on  what  he  had  heard,  without  suffering  the 
crimes  of  another  to  lay  him  on  the  rack.  The 
reins  were  again  restored  to  his  hands  ;  and  neith- 
er agitation,  nor  anxiety,  shewed  themselves  in  his 
face  or  manner. 

Though  the  count's  sensibility  was  very  irrita- 
ble,  and,  when  suddenly  attacked,  it  was  not  always 
that  he  could  conceal  his  emotion  ;  yet  he  possess- 
ed a  power  of  look  which  immediately  repressed 
the  impertinence  of  curiosity.  Indeed,  this  man- 
tle of  repulsion  proved  to  be  his  best  shield  ;  for 
nevej  had  man  more  demands  on  the  dignity  of 
Ills  soul,  to  shine  out  about  his  person. 
Vol.  1L  b 
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Not  unfrequently,  when  Miss  Dundas,  aided  by 
the  ridicule  of  half  a  dozen  pretty  beaux  and  belles 
was  schooling  her  sister  on  the  absurd  civilities, 
which  she  paid  to  her  language-master,  has  the 
sudden  appearance  of  the  count  at  once  called  a 
natural  glow  through  the  ladies'  rouge,  and  silenc- 
ed the  gentlemen. 

The  morning  after  the  fire,  a  little  bevy  of  fash- 
ionable butterflies  were  collected,  in  this  way,  at 
one  corner  of  Miss  Dundas's  study,  when,  during 
a  moment's  pause,  "  I  hope,  Miss  Beaufort,"  cri- 
ed the  honourable  Mr.  Lascelles,  (a  young  man  of 
the  stamp,  which  usually  wears  the  impression  of 
the  last  speaker,)  "I hope,  Miss  Beaufort,  you  don't 
intend  to  consume  the  brightness  of  your  eyes  over 
this  stupid  language  ?" 

"  What  language,  Mr.  Lascelles  ?"  inquired  she, 
"I  have  this  moment  entered  the  room,  and  I 
don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about." 

"Good  lud,  that  is  very  true;"  cried  he,  "I 
mean  a  shocking  jargon,  which  a  shocking  pense- 
roso  man  teaches  to  these  ladies.  We  want  to 
persuade  Miss  Euphemia  that  it  spoils  her  mouth." 

"You  are  always  misconceiving  me,  Mr.  Las- 
celles ;"  interrupted  Miss  Dundas  impatiently, 
"  I  did  not  advance  one  word  against  the  language  ; 
I  merely  remonstrated  with  Phemy  against  her 
preposterous  attentions  to  the  man  we  hire  to 
teach  it." 

"  That  was  what  I  meant.  Madam,"  resumed  he, 
with  a  low  bow. 

"  You  meant  what,  Sir  l^  demanded  the  little 
beauty,  contemptuously,  "  but  I  need  not  ask. 
You  are  like  a  bad  mirror,  which,  from  radical  de- 
fect, always  gives  false  reflections." 
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u  Very  good,  efaith,  Miss  Euphemia  !  I  declare, 
sterling  wit  !  It  would  do  honour  to  Sheridan,  or 
your  sister.** 

"  Mr.  LasceHes,"  cried  Euphemia,  more  vexed 
than  before,  "  let  me  tell  you  such  impertinence  is 
very  disgraceful  in  a  gentleman.*' 

"  Upon  my  soul,  Miss  Euphemia  !" 

"  Pray  allow  the  petulant  young  lady  to  get  out 
of  her  airs,  (as  she  has,  I  believe,  got  out  of  her 
senses,)  without  our  help  ;"  exclaimed  Miss  Dun- 
das,  "for  I  declare  to  Heaven,  I  know  not  where 
she  picked  up  these  vile,  democratic  ideas." 

"  I  am  not  a  democrat,  Diana  ;"  answered  Eu- 
phemia, rising  from  her  seat ;  "  and  I  won't  stay 
to  be  abused,  when  I  know  it  is  all  envy,  because 
Mr.-  Constantine  happened  to  say  that  I  have  a 
quicker  memory  than  you  have." 

She  left  the  room  as  she  ended.  Miss  Dundas, 
ready  to  storm  with  passion,  but  striving  to  conceal 
it,  burst  into  a  violent  laugh,  and  turning  to  Miss 
Beaufort,  "  You  see,  my  dear,"  said  she,  "  a  sad 
specimen  of  Euphemia's  temper  ;  yet  I  hope  yort 
won't  think  too  severely  of  her  ;  for,  poor  thing  ! 
she  has  been  spoilt  by  us  all." 

"Pray  do  not  apologize  to  me  in  particular!" 
replied  Miss  Beaufort^  rather  coldly  ;  "  but,  as  you 
have  done  so,  I  am  induced  to  say,  that  1  think  it 
probable  she  would  have  shewn  her  temper  less, 
had  you  given  your  admonition  in  private  ;  though 
I  cannot  doubt  of  her  having  committed  something 
wrong." 

"  Yes,  something  very  wrong  ;"  exclaimed  Miss 
Dundas,  reddening  at  a  rebuke  from  a  quarter 
whence  she  so  little  expected  one  ;  "  both  Mr. 
I.ascelles  and  lord  Berrington  there — " 


a  THADDEUS    OF    WARSAW. 

"  Don't  bring  in  my  name,  I  pray,  Miss  Dun- 
dasj"  cried  the  viscount,  who  was  sitting  in  a 
recess,  looking  over  an  old  edition  of  Massinger's 
plays  ;  "  you  know  I  hate  being  squeezed  into 
squabbles." 

Miss  Dundas  dropped  the  corners  of  her  mouth 
in  contempt,  and  went  on. 

"  Well  then,  Mr.  Lascelles  and  Miss  Poyntz 
here,  have  both,  at  different  times,  been  present, 
when  Phemy  conducted  herself  in  a  very  ridiculous 
way  towards  a  young  man,  whom  lady  Tinemouth 
made  a  great  fuss  about,  sending  to  teach  ^Cier- 
man.  Can  you  believe  it  possible,  that  a  girl  of 
her  fashion  could  behave  in  this  style,  without  hav- 
ing first  imbibed  some  very  dangerous  notions  ?  I 
am  sure  that  I  am  right,  for  she  treats  him  with 
three  times  the  politeness,  which  she  uses  to  the 
gentlemen  who  are  now  in  the  room."  Miss 
Uundas,  supposing  that  she  had  set  the  business  in 
a  light  beyond  controversy,  stopped  with  an  air  of 
triumph.  Miss  Beaufort  perceived  that  her  answer 
was  expected. 

"  I  really  cannot  discover  any  thing  in  the  affair 
$0  very  reprehensible  ;"  observed  she,  "  perhaps 
the  man  you  speak  of  may  have  talents  and  worth ; 
he  may  be  above  his  situation." 

''  Ah  !  above  it,  sure  enough  1"  cried  Lascelles, 
laughing  boisterously  at  his  own  folly,  "  he  is  tall 
enough  to  be  above  every  thing,  even  good  man- 
ners ;  for,  notwithstanding  his  plebeian  calling,  I 
don't  find  that  he  knows  how  to  keep  his  distance." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that,  Lascelles,"  cried  Berring-*. 
ton,  measuring  the   puppy  with  his   good-natured 
eye,  "  for  these  Magog  men  are  terrible  objects  to. 
us  of  meaner  dimensions  !    '  ji  substitute  skin^^- 
brighthj  as  a  kin^j  until  a  king  be  byJ' 
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^^  Why,  my  lord,  you  do  not  mean  to  compare 
me  with  such  a  low  fellow  as  this  ?  I  don't  under- 
stand, lord  Berrington — " 

"  Bless  me,  gentlemen  I"  cried  Miss  Dundas, 
frightened  at  the  angry  looks  of  the  little  honourable^ 
"  why,  my  lord,  I   thought  you  hated  squabbles.'* 

"  So  I  do,  Miss  Dundas  ;**  replied  he,  laying 
down  his  book,  and  coming  forward,  "  and,  upon 
my  honour,  Mr.  Lascelles,*'  added  he,  smiling,  and 
turning  towards  the  coxcomb,  who  stood  nidging 
his  head  with  anger,  by  Miss  Beaufort's  chair ; 
"  upon  my  honour,  Mr.  Lascelles,  I  did  not  mean 
to  draw   any   parallel  between    your    person   and 

talents,   and   those   of  this  Mr. ,    I  forget  his 

name,  for  truly  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life  ;  but,  I 
dare  swear,  no  comparison  can  exist  between  you." 

Lascelles  took  the  surface  of  this  speech,  and 
bowed  ;  whilst  his  lordship,  turning  to  Miss  Beau- 
fort, began  to  compliment  himself,  on  possessing 
so  fair  an  ally,  in  defence  of  the  absent  person. 

"  I  never  have  seen  him  ;"  replied  she,  "  and, 
what  is  more,  I  never  heard  of  him,  till,  on  enter* 
ing  the  room,  Mr.  Lascelles  attacked  me  for  my 
opinion.  I  only  arrived  from  the  country  last 
night,  therefore,  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  guess  the 
real  grounds  of  this  ill-judged  bustle  of  Miss  Dun- 
das's,  about  a  man  whom  she  styles  despicable.  If 
he  be  so,  why  retain  him  in  her  service  ?  And, 
what  is  more  absurd,  why  make  a  person  in  that 
subordinate  situation,  the  subject  of  debate 
amongst  her  friends  ?"  ' 

'^  You  are  right,  Miss  Beaufort,"    returned  lord 
Berrington  ;  "  but  the  eloquent  Miss  Dundas  is  so 
kind  to  her  friends,  that  she  lets  no   opportunity 
B   2 
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slip,  of  displaying  her  power,  both  over  the  repub- 
lic of  words,  and  the  empire  of  her  mother's 
family.'* 

"  Are  you  not  severe  now,  lord  Berrington  ?  I 
thought  you  merciful  to  the  poor  tutor." 

"  No  ;  I  hope  I  am  just  on  both  subjects.  I 
know  her  ;  and  it  is  true  that  I  have  seen  nothing 
of  the  tutor  ;  but  it  is  natural  to  wield  the  sword 
in  favour  of  the  defenceless,  and  I  always  regard 
the  absent  in  thut  light." 

Whilst  these  two  conversed  at  one  end  of  the 
room,  the  other  groupe  were  arraigning  jhe  pre- 
immption  of  the  vulgar,  and  the  folly  of  them  wh« 
gave  it  encouragement. 

At  a  fresh  burst  of  laughter  from  Miss  Dundas, 
Miss  Beaufort  turned  her  head,  as  we  mechanical- 
ly do,  on  hearing  an  unexpected  noise  ;  her  eye 
was  arrested  by  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  in 
btack,  who  was  standing  a  (qw  paces  within  the 
door.  He  was  regarding  the  party  before  hirn, 
with  that  lofty  tranquillity  which  Is  in:ieparable  from 
high  rank,  when  it  is  accompanied  by  virtue.  His 
figure,  his  face,  and  his  air,  contained  that  pure 
simplicity  of  contour,  which,  at  the  same  time, 
portrays  all  the  graces  of  youth  with  the  dignity 
of  manhood. 

Miss  Beaufort  in  a  moment  perceived  that  he 
was  unobserved  ;  and,  rising  from  her  seat,  "  Miss 
Dundas,"  said  she,  "  here  is  a  gentleman." 

Miss  Dundas  looked  round  carelessly. 

"  You  may  sit  down,  Mr.  Constantine." 

"  Gracious  Heaven  !"  thought  Miss  Beaufort,  as 
he  approached,  and  the  ingenuous  expression  of 
his  fine  countenance  was  directed  towards  her, 
"  Can  this  noble  creature  have;,  been  the  subject  of 
such  impertinence  !" 
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**  I  commend  little  Phemy's  taste  ;"  whispered 
lord  Berrington,  leaving  his  seat  ;  "  ha  1  Miss 
Beaufort,  a  young  Apollo  V 

"  And  not  in  disguise  I"  replied  she  in  the  same 
manner,  just  as  Thaddeus  had  bowed  to  her  ;  and, 
with  '  veiled  lids,*  was  taking  up  a  book  from  the 
table  ;  not  to  read,  but  literally  to  have  an  object 
to  look  on,  which  could  not  insult  him. 

"  What  did  Miss  Dundas  say  was  his  name  ?'^' 
whispered  the  viscount. 

"  Constantine,  I  think." 

"  Mr.  Constantine,"  said  the  benevolent  Berring- 
ton, "  will  you  accept  of  this  chair  ?" 

Thaddeus  declined  it.  But  the  viscount  read  in 
the  '  proud  humility*  of  his  bow,  that  he  had  not 
always  waited,  like  a  dependent,  on  the  nods  of  in- 
solent men  and  women  of  fashion  ;  and  with  a 
good-humoured  compulsion,  he  added,  *'  Pray 
oblige  me,  for  by  that  means  I  shall  have  an  excuse 
to  squeeze  into  the  Sultane  which  is  so  '  hafifiy  as 
to  bear  the  weight  of  Beaufort  I'* 

Though  Miss  Beaufort  was  almost  a  stranger  to 
his  lordship,  having  only  seen  him  once  before, 
(for  ten  minutes,  and  that  hardly,)  with  her  cousin 
in  Leicestershire,  she  smiled  at  this  unexpected 
freedom,  and,  in  consideration  of  the  motive,  made 
room  for  him  on  the  sofa. 

Insult  was  not  swifter  than  kindness,  in  its  pas- 
sage to  the  heart  of  Thaddeus  ;  who,  whilst  he  re,- 
ceived  the  viscount's  chair,  raised  his  face  towards 
him  with  a  look,  beaming  such  graciousness  and 
obligation,  that  Miss  Beaufort  turned  with  renewed 
contempt  on  the  party,  who  were  leaving  the  study. 

The  instant  Miss  Dundas  closed  the  door  after 
herj  lord  Berrington  exclaimed,  "  Upon  my  hon- 
our, Mr.  C'onstantine,  I  have  a  good  mind  to  put 
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that  terrible  pupil  of  yours  into  my  next  comedy  I 
Don't  you  think  she  would  beat  Katherine  and  Pe- 
truchio  all  to  nothing  ?     I  declare  I  will  have  her." 

"  In  firofiriajiersona,  I  hope  ?'*  asked  Miss  Beau- 
fort, with  more  bitterness  than  she  was  accustomed 
to  conceive,  much  less  approve,  by  giving  it  expres- 
sion . 

The  count  remained  silent  during  these  remarks, 
though  he  fully  appreciated  the  first  civil  treatment 
which  had  greeted  him  since  his  admission  within 
the  doors  of  lady  Dundas.  Miss  Euphemia's  atten- 
tions owned  any  other  source  than  benevolence. 

Miss  Beaufort  wished  to  relieve  his  embarrass- 
ment by  addressing  him ;  but  the  more  she 
thought,  the  less  she  knew  what  to  say  ;  and  she 
had  just  abandoned  it  as  a  vain  attempt,  when  Eu- 
phemia  entered  the  room  alone.  She  courtesied  to 
Thaddeus,  and  took  her  place  at  the  table.  Lord 
Berrington  rose. 

"  I  must  say,  good  bye.  Miss  Euphemia  ;  I  will 
not  disturb  your  studies.  Farewell,  Miss  Beau- 
fort," added  he,  addressing  her,  and  bend- 
ing his  lips  to  her  hand,  "  adieu  !  I  shall  look  in 
upon  you  to-morrow.  Good  morning,  Mr.  Con- 
stantine." 

Thaddeus  bowed  to  him,  and  the  viscount  dis- 
appeared. 

"  1  am  surprised.  Miss  Beaufort,"  observed  Eu- 
phemia pettishly,  her  temper  not  having  subsid- 
ed since  her  sister's  lecture,  "  how  you  can  endure 
that  coxcomb  1" 

"  Pardon  me,  Euphemia,"  replied  she,  "  though 
I  did  not  exactly  expect  the  ceremony  his  lordship 
uses  in  taking  leave,  yet  I  think  that  there  is  a 
generosity  in  his  sentiments  which  deserves  a  bet- 
ter title." 
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"  I  know  nething  about  his  sentiments,  for  I  al- 
ways run  away  from  his  conversation.  A  bettep 
title  !  I  declare  you  make  me  laugh.  Did  you 
ever  see  such  fantastical  dressing  ?  I  vow  to  hea- 
ven, I  never  meet  him  without  thinking  of  Jemmy 
Jessamy,  and  the  rest  of  the  gossamer  beaux,  who 
squired  our  grandmothers  I" 

"  My  acquaintance  with  lord  Berrington  is  tri- 
fling ;"  returned  Miss  Beaufort,  withdrawing  her 
eyes  from  the  pensive  features  of  the  count,  who 
was  sorting  the  lessons  :  "  Yet  I  am  so  far  pre- 
possessed in  his  favour,  that  I  see  little  in  his  ap- 
pearance to  reprehend.  However,  I  will  not  con- 
test that  point,  as  perhaps  the  philanthropy  I  this 
morning  discovered  in  bis  heart,  the  honest 
warmth  with  which  he  defended  a  traduced  char- 
acter, after  you  left  the  room,  might  render  his 
person  as  charming  in  my  eyes,  as  I  certainly 
found  his  mind." 

Thaddeus  had  not,  for  a  long  time,  heard  such 
sentiments  out  of  lady  Tinemouth's  circle  ;  and  he 
now  looked  up,  to  take  a  distinct  view  of  the 
speaker. 

In  consequence  of  the  established  mode,  that  the 
presiding  lady  of  the  house  is  to  give  the  tone  to 
her  guests,  many  were  the  lords  and  ladies  who  sat 
with  the  count  in  Miss  Dundas's  library,  whose 
faces  he  was  as  ignorant  of,  when  they  went  out,  as 
when  they  came  in.  They  took  little  notice  of 
him  ;  and  he,  regarding  them  much  less,  pursued 
his  occupation,  without  evincing  a  greater  con- 
sciousness of  their  presence,  than  what  mere  cer- 
emony demanded. 

Accordingly,  this  morning,  when,  in  compliance 
with  lord  Berrington*s  politeness,  he  received  his 
chair,  and  saw  him  remove  to  a   sofa,  beside  a 
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very  beautiful  woman,  he  supposed  that  she  re- 
sembled the  rest  of  Miss  Dundas's  friends,  and 
never  directed  his  eyes  a  second  time  to  her  figure. 
But  when  he  heard  her  (in  a  voice  that  was  melody 
itself)  defend  his  lordship's  character,  on  princi- 
ples, which  bore  the  most  honourable  testimony 
to  her  own,  his  eyes  rivetted  themselves  on  her 
face. 

Though  a  long  muslin  wrapper  involved  her 
fine  person,  a  modest  grace  was  observed  in  every 
limb.  Her  snowy  arm,  clasped  with  a  loose  pearl 
bracelet,  was  extended  towards  Euphemia  in  the 
energy  of  her  defence  ;  her  beautiful  eyes  shone 
with  benevolence,  and  her  rosy  lips  seemed  to 
breathe  balm  whilst  she  spoke. 

Thaddeus  did  not  withdraw  his  fixed  eyes,  until 
they  encountered  those  of  Miss  Beaufort^  which 
immediately  retreated,  with  a  deep  blush  covering 
her  face  and  neck.  .  She  never  had  met  such  a 
look  before  ;  except  from  the  dark  and  penetrat- 
ing glances  of  her  cousin,  who  had  long  elected 
himself  the  guardian  of  her  heart. 

Miss  Beaufort  was  the  orphan  heiress  of  admir- 
al Beaufort,  the  only  brother  of  the  late  lady  Som- 
erset. Her  parents  dying  at  an  early  age  be^ 
queathed  her  to  the  care  of  lady  Somerset,  her 
paternal  aunt  ;  and  nominated  Sir  Robert  Somer- 
set, her  ladyship's  husband,  to  be  her  sole  guardian. 
When  lady  Somerset  died,  which  happened  three 
days  before  her  son's  arrival  from  the  continent, 
a  double  portion  of  Sir  Robert's  love  fell  upon  this 
niece.  In  her  society  alone,  he  found  comfort; 
and,  relinquishing  the  splendid  scenes  of  London, 
he  retired  into  the  country  ;  living  sometimes  at 
one.  seat,  and  sometimes  at  another,  in  hopes,  by 
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change   of  place,   to  dissipate  some  of  the  grief 
which  crowded  round  his  heart. 

Sir  Robert  Somerset,  from  the  time  that  his 
marriage  took  place  with  Miss  Beaufort,  to  the 
hour  in  which  he  followed  her  to  the  grave,  attract- 
ed esteem  and  affection  from  people  of  every  rank. 
The  fascination  of  his  manners,  united  with  the 
inflexible  probity  of  his  character,  both  as  a  man 
and  as  a  senator,  drew  after  him  the  confidence  of 
all  men.  The  good,  and  even  the  bad,  looked  on 
him  as  a  pillar  of  strength,  whenever  reliance  was 
to  be  allied  with  virtue.  For  instance,  the  excel- 
lent lord  Arun  consigned  his  only  child  to  his  pro^ 
tection  ;  and  that  sordid  peculator,  Sir  Hector 
Dundas,  when  he  descended  to  Hades^  named  Sir 
Robert  Somerset  to  be  the  principal  trustee  over 
the  immense  fortunes  of  his  wife  and  daughters. 

This  latter  circumstance  explains  the  intimacy 
between  two  families,  the  female  parts  of  which 
might  otherwise  never  have  met. 

On  Sir  Robert's  last  visit  to  London,  lady  Dun- 
das became  so  urgent  in  requesting  Miss  Beaufort 
to  spend  the  ensuing  season  with  her  in  town,  that 
he  could  not,  without  absolute  rudeness,  refuse. 
In  compliance  with  this  arrangement.  Miss  Beau- 
fort, accompanied  by  Mrs.  Dorothy  Somerset,  a 
maiden  sister  of  the  baronet's,  quitted  Deerhurst, 
and  settled  themselves  in  Harley-street  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  winter  ;  at  least,  the  winter  of 
fashion  ;  which,  by  a  strange  effect  of  her  mag- 
ic hand,  in  defiance  of  grassy  meadows,  leafy 
trees,  and  sweetly  scented  flowers,  extends  its  nom- 
inal sceptre  over  ti  e  vernal  months  of  April,  May, 
and  even  the  rich  treasures  of  ^  resplendent  June.^ 

The  summer  part  of  this  winter.  Miss  Beaufort 
^'eluctantly  consented  should  be  sacrificed  to  cere- 
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inony,  in  the  dust  and  heat^of  a  great  city  ;  and 
if  the  melancholy,  which  increased  upon  Sir  Rob* 
ert,  every  day  since  the  death  of  his  wife,  had  not 
rendered  her  averse  to  oppose  his  wishes,  she 
certainly  would  have  made  objections  to  the  visit. 

During  their  journey,  she  could  not  refrain  from 
drawing  a  comparison  between  the  insipid  routine 
of  lady  Dundas's  way  of  life,  and  the  rational,  as 
well  as  splendid  arrangement  of  her  late  aunt. 

Lady  Somerset's  monthly  assemblies  were  not  on* 
ly  the  most  elegant  and  brilliant  parties  about  town, 
but  her  weekly  conversasiones  surpassed  every  thing 
of  the  kind  in  the  kingdom.  On  these  nights,  her 
ladyship's  rooms  used  to  be  filled  with  the  most 
eminent  characters,  which  England  could  prodvice. 
There,  the  young  Mary  Beaufort,  whose  ardent 
disposition,  impelled  with  a  comet's  velocity  to  the 
<reet  of  genius,  listened  to  pious  divines  of  every 
christian  persuasion  :  there,  she  gathered  wisdom 
from  real  philosophers  ;  and,  in  the  society  of  our 
best  living  poets,  cherished  an  enthusiasm  for  all 
that  is  great  and  good.  Sir  Robert  Somerset's 
house,  on  these  evenings,  reminded  the  visitor,  of 
what  he  had  read,  or  imagined,  of  the  school  of 
Athens.  He  beheld,  not  only  sages,  soldiers, 
statesmen,  and  poets,  but  intelligent  and  amiable 
women  ;  amongst  whom,  the  beautiful  Mary  im- 
bibed that  steady  reverence  of  virtue  and  talent, 
which  nx)  intermixture  with  the  common  efihenitra 
of  the  day  could  either  displace  or  alloy. 

Notwithstanding  this  freedom  from  the  chains, 
with  which  her  fashionable  advisers  would  have 
shackled  her  mind,  Miss  Beaufort  possessed  too 
much  judgment  and  delicacy,  to  flash  her  liberty  in 
their  ey^es.  Enjoying  her  independence  with  meek* 
n^ss,  she  held  it  more  secure*     Mary  was  no  de- 
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ciaimer  ;  not  even  in  defence  of  oppressed  good- 
ness, or  injured  genius.  Aware  that  direct  opposi- 
tion often  incenses  malice,  she  directed  the  shaft 
from  its  aim,  if  it  were  in  her  power  ;  and  when 
the  attempt  failed,  strove,  by  respect  or  compas- 
sion, to  heal  what  she  could  not  prevent.  Thus, 
whatever  she  said  or  did  bore  the  stamp  of  her 
soul,  whose  leading  attribute  was  modesty.  By 
having  learnt  much,  and  thought  more,  she  proved, 
in  her  conduct,  that  reflection  is  the  alchymy,  which 
turns  knowledge  into  wisdom. 

Never  was  Miss  Beaufort  incapable  of  attempting 
something  towards  her  benevolent  intention,  until 
she  witnessed  the  count  Sobieski  standing  under 
an  over-bearing  insolence,  which  his  dignified  com- 
posure rebounded  upon  his  insulters.  The  situa- 
tion was  new  to  her;  and  when  she  dropped  her 
confused  eyes  beneath  his  unexpected  gaze,  she 
marvelled  within  herself,  at  the  ease  with  which 
she  had  taken  up  the  cause  of  lord  Berrington,  and 
the  difficulty  she  found,  to  summon  one  word  as  a 
repel lant,  to  the  unmerited  attack  on  the  man  be- 
fore her. 

Euphemia  cared  nothing  about  lord  Berrington  ; 
to  her,  his  faults,  or  his  virtues,  were  alike  in- 
different ;  and  forgetting  that  civility  demanded 
some  reply  to  Miss  Beaufort's  last  observation,  or 
rather  taking  advantage  of  the  tolerated  privilege 
usurped  by  many  high-bred  people,  of  being  ill- 
bred,  when  and  how  they  please,  she  returned  to 
Thaddeus,  and  said,  with  a  forced  smile, 

"  Mr.  Constantine,  I  don't  like  your  opinion 
upon  the  ode  I  shewed  to  you ;  I  think  it  a 
Vol.  II.  c 
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very  absurd  opinion  ;  or  perhaps  you  did  not  con- 
-ceive  me  rightly  ?" 

Miss  Beaufort  took  up  a  book,  that  her  unoccupi- 
ed attention  might  not  disturb  their  studies. 

Euphemia  resumed,  with  a  more  natural  dimple, 
and  touching  his  glove  with  the  rosy  points  of  her 
lingers, 

"  You  are  stupid  at  translation.'* 

Thaddeus  coloured,  and  sat  uneasily  ;  he  knew 
not  how  to  evade  this  direct,  though  covered  attack. 

"  I  am  a  bad  poet,  madam.  Indeed  it  would  be 
dangerous  for  a  good  one  to  attempt  the  same 
path  with  Sappho  and  Phillips.'* 

Euphemia  now  blushed  as  deeply  as  the  count, 
but  from  another  motive  ;  and  opening  her  gram- 
mar, whispered,  "  you  are  either  a  very  dull,  or  a 
very  modest  man  1"  and,  sighing,  began  to  repeat 
her  lesson. 

Whilst  he  bent  his  head  over  the  sheet  which  he 
was  correcting,  she  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  Bless 
me,  Mr.  Constantine,  what  have  you  been  doing  ? 
I  hope  you  don't  read  in  bed  !  The  top  of  your 
hair  is  burnt  to  a  cinder  I  Why,  you  look  much 
more  like  having  been  in  a  fire,  than  Miss  Beaufort 
does." 

Thaddeus  put  bis  hand  to  his  head. 

"  I  did  not  know  that  I  had  carried  away  any 
more  marks  of  a  fire,  in  which  I  really  was  last 
night,  than  scorched  clothes." 

"  A  fire  I"  interrupted  Miss  Beaufort,  closing 
her  book,  "  was  it  not  near  Tottenham -court- 
road  ?" 

"  It  was?  madam,'*  answered  he,  in  a  tone  al- 
most as  surprised  as  her  own . 
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*«  Good  gracious  1"  cried  Euphemia)  exerting 
her  little  voice,  that  she  might  be  heard,  before 
Miss  Beaufort  could  have  time  to  reply,  "  then,  I 
vow,  you  are  the  gentleman,  who.  Miss  Beaufort 
said,  ran  into  the  burning  house,  and,  covered  with 
flames,  saved  two  children  from  perishing  !" 

"  Am  I  so  happy  as  to  meet  the  lady,"  replied 
he,  turning  with  an  animated  air  to  Miss  Beaufort  ;. 
"  in  you^  madam,  who  so  humanely  assisted  the 
poor  sufferers,  and  received  the  child  from  my 
arms  ?*' 

"  It  was,  indeed,  myself,  Mr.  Constantine,"  re- 
turned she,  a  tear  swimming  over  her  eye,  which 
in  a  moment  gjave  the  cue  to  the  tender  Euphemia. 
She  drew  out  her  handkerchief ;  and,  whilst  her 
pretty  cheeks  overflowed,  and  her  sweet  voice  was 
rendered  sweeter,  by  an  emotion,  raised  by  ten 
thousand  delightful  fancies,  she  took  hold  of  Miss 
Beaufort's  hand. 

"  O  I  my  lovely  friend,  wonder  not  that  I  es- 
teem this  brave  Constantine,  far  beyond  his  pres?- 
ent  station  I" 

Thaddeus  drew  back.  Miss  Beaufort  looked 
amazed  ;  but  Euphemia  had  mounted  her  roman- 
tic Pegasus,  and  the  scene  was  too  sentimental  to 
close. 

"  Come  here,  Mr.  Constantine,"  cried  she,  ex- 
tending her  other  hand  to  him.  Wondering  where 
this  folly  would  terminate,  he  gave  it  to  her  ; 
when,  instantly  joining  it  with  that  of  Miss  Beau- 
fort, she  pressed  them  close  together,  and  said, 
"  Sweet  Mary  1  Heroic  Constantine  !  I  thus  elect 
you  the  two  dearest  friends  of  my  heart.  So 
charmingly   associated   in   the  delightfi]!   task  of 
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compassion,  you  shall  ever  be  co-mingled  in  my 
faithful  bosom  1" 

Then  putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  she 
walked  out  of  the  room,  leaving  Miss  Beaufort 
and  the  count  confused  and  confounded,  by  the 
side  of  each  other.  Miss  Beaufort,  suspecting  that 
some  extravagant  passion  subsisted  between  Eu- 
phemia  and  her  young  tutor,  declined  speaking  first. 
Thaddeus,  fixing  his  gaze  on  her  downcast  and  re- 
volving countenance,  perceived  nothing  like  offend" 
-ed  pride  at  his  undesigned  presumption.  He  saw 
that  she  was  only  embarrassed  ;  and  after  a  min- 
ute's hesitation  said, — 

"  I  hope  that  Miss  Beaufort  is  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted with  the  romance  of  Miss  Euphemia's 
character,  to  pardon  the  action,  unintentional  on  my 
^art,  of  having  touched  her  hand  ?  I  declare  I  had 
no  expectation  of  Miss  Euphemia's  design." 

*^  Do  not  make  any  apology  to  me,  Mr.  Constan- 
tine,"  returned  she,  resuming  her  seat,  whence  she 
had  arisen  on  the  abrupt  departure  of  Euphemia  ; 
"  To  be  sure,  I  was  a  little  electrified,  by  the  strange 
situation,  in  which  the  vivid  feelings  of  Miss  Eu- 
phemia have  just  made  us  actors.  But  I  shall  not 
forego  my  claim  on  a  share  of  what  she  promised 
— your  acquaintance  ?" 

Thaddeus  expressed  his  high  sense  of  her  conde- 
scension. 

"  I  am  not  fond  of  fine  terms,"  continued  she, 
smiling  ;  "  but  I  know,  that  time  and  merit  must 
purchase  esteem.  I  can  engage  for  the  first,  as  I 
am  to  remain  in  town  at  least  three  months  ;  but 
^or  the  last,  I  fear,  I  shall  never  have  the  opportu* 
nity  of  giving  sych  an  earnest  of  my  deserving,  as 
you  did  last  night  of  yours." 
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Footsteps  sounded  on  the  stairs.  ThaddeniL^ 
took  up  his  hat,  and  bowing,  replied  to  her  com- 
pliment, with  such  a  modest,  yet  noble  grace,  that 
she  gazed  after  him  with  wonder  and  concern.  Be- 
fore he  closed  the  door  he  again  bowed.  Pleased 
with  the  transient  look  of  pleasure,  which  at  part- 
ing beamed  from  his  eyes, — through  whose  ingen- 
uous mirrors  every  thought  of  his  soul  might  be 
read,  she  smiled  a  second  adieu  ;  and  as  he  dis- 
appeared, left  the  room  by  another  passage. 


Q   3 
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CHAP.  II. 


When  the  count  appeared  the  succeeding  day 
in  Haiiey-street,  Miss  Beaufort  introduced  him  to 
Mrs.  Dorothy  Somerset,  as  the  gentleman  who  had 
so  gallantly  preserved  the  lives  of  the  children  at 
the  hazard  of  his  own. 

Notwithstanding  the  lofty  tossings  of  Miss  Dun- 
das's  head,  the  good  old  maid  paid  him  several  en- 
comiums on  his  intrepidity  ;  and  telling  him,  that 
the  sufferers  were  the  wife  and  family  of  a  poor 
tradesman,  who  was  gone  into  the  country,  she 
added,  "  But  we  saw  them  comfortably  lodged  be- 
fore we  left  them ;  and,  all  the  time  we  staid,  I 
could  not  help  congratulating  myself  on  the  easy 
compliance  of  Mary  with  my  whims.  I  hate  to 
sleep  at  an  inn  ;  and  to  prevent  it  then,  I  had  pre- 
vailed on  Miss  Beaufort  to  pursue  our  road  to  town 
even  through  the  night.  It  was  lucky  that  it  hap- 
pened so,  for  I  am  certain  that  Mary  will  not  allow 
these  poor  creatures  a  long  lament  over  the  wreck 
of  their  little  property." 

"  How  charmingly  charitable,  my  lovely  friend  !" 
cried  Euphemia,  "  let  us  make  a  collection  for  this 
unfortunate  woman  and  her  babes.  Pray,  as  a 
small  tribute,  take  that  from  me  !"  She  put  five 
guineas  into  the  hand  of  the  blushing  Mary. 

The  ineffable  grace  with  which  the  confused 
Miss  Beaufort  laid  the  money  on  her  aunt's  knee, 
did  not  escape  the  observation  of  Thaddeus;  neither 
did  the  animated  approbation  of  his  eye  pass  unno- 
ticed, by  the  amiable  object  of  his  attention. 
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When  lady  Tinemouth  was  informed  by  the 
count,  of  the  addition  to  the  Harley-street  party, 
her  ladyship  declared  her  pleasure  at  the  news  ; 
saying,  that  she  had  been  well  acquainted  with 
Mrs.  Dorothy  and  her  niece,  for  some  time  be- 
fore lady  Somerset's  death. 

As  the  countess  paused,  Thaddeus  was  on  the 
point  of  expressing  his  concern  that  Pembroke  had 
lost  his  highly  prized  mother  ;  but  recollecting  that 
lady  Tinemouth  was  ignorant  of  their  knowing 
each  other,  he  allowed  her  to  proceed  without  a 
remark. 

"  I  never  have  been  in  company  with  her  lady- 
ship's son,"  continued  the  countess ;  "  it  was 
during  his  absence  on  the  continent,  that  I  was  in- 
troduced to  lady  Somerset.  She  was  a  woman, 
who  possessed  the  rare  talent  of  conforming  her- 
self to  all  descriptions  of  people  ;  and  whilst  the 
complacency  of  her  attentions  surpassed  the  most 
refined  flattery,  she  commanded  the  highest  vene- 
ration for  herself.  Hence  you  may  credit  my 
satisfaction  in  this  acquaintance  ;  which,  it  is  proba- 
ble, would  never  have  taken  place,  had  I  been  the 
happy  countess  of  Tinemouth,  instead  of  a  deserted 
wife.  Notwithstanding  that  the  family  of  the 
Somersets  were  related  to  my  lord,  they  had  long 
treated  him  with  coldness  ;  and  doubly  disgusted 
at  his  late  flagrant  behaviour,  they  commenced  a 
friendship  with  me,  I  believe,  to  demonstrate  more 
fully  their  detestation  of  him.  Indeed  my  husband 
is  a  creature  of  inconsistency.  No  man  possessed 
more  power  to  attract  friends,  than  lord  Tinemouth  ; 
and  no  man  possessed  less  power  to  retain  them  ; 
as  fast  as  he  made  one,  he  offended  the  other  ;  and, 
through  these  means,  he  has  at  this  time  deprived 
himself  of  every  individual  out  of  his  own  house. 
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who  would  not  regard  his  death  as  a  fortunate  cir- 
cumstance." 

"  But,  lady  Somerset,"  cried  Thaddeus,  impa- 
tient to  change  a  subject,  every  word  of  which  went 
like  a  dagger  to  his  heart,  "  I  mean  Miss  Dorothy 
Somerset,  Miss  Beaufort — " 

"  Yes,"  returned  her  ladyship  ;  "  I  see,  kftd  Mr. 
Constantine,  your  friendly  solicitude  to  disengage 
me  from  retrospections  so  painfil  I  Well  then,  I 
knew,  and  very  much  esteemed,  the  two  ladies  you 
mention  ;  but  the  death  of  lady  Somerset,  and  their 
consequent  residence  in  the  country,  have  prevent- 
ed a  renewal  of  this  pleasure.  However,  as  they 
are  now  in  town,  I  will  thank  you  to  acquaint  them 
with  my  intention  to  call  upon  them  in  Hariey- 
street.  I  remember  thinking  Miss  Beaufort  a  very 
charming  girl." 

Thaddeus  thought  so  too  ;  he  saw  that  she  was 
beautiful ;  he  had  witnessed  instances  of  her  good- 
ness ;  and  the  recollection  filled  his  mind  with  a 
complacency,  which  was  quickly  disturbed  by  the 
entrance  of  Miss  Egerton,  and  lady  Sara  Roos. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Constantine  ;"  cried 
the  lively  Maria,  shaking  hands  with  him,  "  you 
are  the  very  man  whom  I  have  been  plotting 
against." 

Lady  Tinemouth  was  uneasy  at  the  care  with 
which  lady  Sara  averted  her  face  ;,  well  knowing 
that  it  was  to  conceal  the  powerful  agitation  of  her 
features,  which  always  took  place  at  the  sight  of 
Thaddeus. 

"  Well,  what  is  your  plot,  Miss  Egerton  ?"  in- 
quired he,  "  I  shall  consider  myself  honoured  by 
your  commands,  and  do  not  require  a  conspiracy  to 
entrap  my  obedience," 
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"  That's  a  c^ood  boy  1  Then  I  have  only  to  apply 
to  you,  lady  Tinemouth.  Your  ladyship  must 
know,"  cried  she,  ''  that  as  lady  Sara  and  I  were 
a  moment  ago  driving  up  the  hay-market,  I  nodded 
to  Mr.  Coleman,  who  was  coming  out  of  the  play- 
house. When  he  stopped,  I  pulled  the  check- 
string,  and  we  had  a  great  deal  of  con-fab  out  of 
the  window.  He  tells  me,  that  a  new  farce  is  to 
come  out  this  day  week  ;  and  he  hoped  that  I  would 
be  there  1  No,  says  I,  I  cannot ;  for  I  am  on  a  visit 
with  that  precise  woman  the  countess  of  Tine- 
mouth,  who  would  not,  to  save  you  and  all  your 
generation,  come  into  such  a  mob.  Her  ladyship 
Hball  have  my  box,  cried  he,  for  I  would  not  for 
the  world  lose  the  honour  of  your  opinion  on  the 
merits  of  my  farce.  To  be  sure  not  1  cries  I,  so  I 
accepted  his  box,  and  drove  off,  plotting  with  lady 
Sara,  how  to  get  your  ladyship  as  a  chaprone,  and 
Mr,  Constantine  for  our  beau.  He  has  promised  ; 
so,  dear  lady  Tinemouth,  don't  be  inflexible  1" 

Thaddeus  was  confounded  at  the  dilemma  into 
which  his  ready  acquiescence  had  involved  his  pru- 
dence.    The  countess  shook  her  head. 

"  Now,  I  declare,  lady  Tinemouth,"  exclaimed 
Miss  Egevton,  "  this  is  an  absolute  stingy  fit  I  You 
are  afraid  of  your  purse  !  You  know  that  this  pri- 
vate box  precludes  all  awkward  meetings,  and  you 
can  have  no  excuse." 

"  But  it  cannot  preclude  all  awkward  sights  ;" 
answered  her  ladyship.  "  You  know,  Maria,  that 
I  never  go  into  public  for  fear  of  being  shocked  by 
the  angry  looks  of  my  lord  or  son." 

"  Plague  them  both  !"  cried  Miss  Egerton,  pet" 
tishly,  "  I  wish  the  Lord  would  take  your  lord  and 
son  out  of  the  world  altogether  !" 
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*'  Maria  !*'  retorted  her  ladyship,  with  a  grave 
air. 

"  Rebuke  me,  lady  Tinemouth,  if  you  like  ;  I 
confess  I  am  no  Serena  ;  and  these  trials  of  tempei* 
don't  agree  with  my  constitution.  There,"  cried 
she,  throwing  a  silver  medal  on  the  table,  and 
laughing  in  spite  of  herself,  "  there  is  our  free  en- 
trance ;  but  I  will  send  it  back,  and  so  break  poor 
Coleman's  heart." 

"  Fie,  Maria  ;"  answered  her  ladyship,  patting 
her  half-angry  cheek,  "  would  you  owe  to  your  pet- 
ulance, what  was  denied  to  your  good  humour  ?" 

**  Then  your  ladyship  will  go  !"  exclaimed  she, 
exultingly,  "  you  have  yielded  to  my  good  humour; 
these  sullens  were  a  part  of  my  stratagem.  I- 
won't  let  you  recede." 

The  idea  struck  lady  Tinemouth,  that  this 
would  be  a  proper  opportunity  to  shew  one  of  the 
theatres  to  her  young  friend,  without  involving  him 
in  expense  or  obligation  ;  and  accordingly  she 
ratified  her  consent. 

**  Do  you  intend  to  favour  us  with  your  compa- 
ny, lady  Sara  ?"  asked  the  countess,  with  a  hope 
that  she  would  refuse. 

Lady  Sara,  who  had  been  standing,  during  the 
debate,  silently  at  the  window,  rather  proudly  an- 
swered— 

"  Yes,  madam,  if  you  will  honour  me  with  your 
protection." 

Lady  Tinemouth  was  the  only  one  present,  who 
understood  the  resentment  which  these  words 
conveyed  ;  and,  almost  believing  that  she  had  in- 
sulted her,  by  implying  suspicion,  she  approached 
her  ladyship,  with  a  pleading  anxiety  of  counte- 
nance ;  "  Then,  lady  Sara,  perhaps  you  will  dine 
with  me?"    said  she,    *' I  mean  to  call  on  Mrs." 
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Dorothy   Somerset,  and  invite   her  to  be  of  the 
party." 

Lady  Sara  courtesied  her  acceptance  of  the  invita- 
tion, and  smiling,  appeared  to  think  no  more  of  the 
matter.  ]3ut  she  neither  forgot  it,  nor  found  her- 
self able  to  forgive  lady  Tinemouth,  for  betraying 
her  into  a  confidence,  which  her  own  turbulent 
passions  made  too  easy  of  access.  She  had  listen- 
ed unwillingly  to  the  reasonable  declaration  of  the 
countess,  that  her  only  way  to  retreat  from  an  er- 
ror, which  threatened  criminality,  was  to  avoid  the 
object. 

"  When  a  married  woman,^'  observed  her  la- 
dyship, "  is  so  unhappy  as  to  love  any  man  beside 
her  husband,  her  only  safety  rests  in  the  resolu- 
tion to  quit  his  society,  and  to  banish  his  image 
whenever  it  obtrudes." 

Lady  Sara,  believing  herself  incapable  of  this 
exertion,  hated  the  woman  who  thought  it  expedi- 
ent. Lady  Tinemouth,  by  letter  and  ctDnversation, 
tried  to  display,  in  every  possible  light,  the  enor- 
mity of  giving  encouragement  to  such  an  attach- 
ment ;  and  ended  with  urging  the  consideration  of 
her  duty  to  Heaven. 

Of  this  argument  lady  Sara  knew  little.  She 
never  reflected  on  the  nature  of  her  Creator, 
though  she  sometimes  went  to  church,  repeated 
the  prayers,  without  being  conscious  of  their  spir- 
it ;  and,  when  the  coughing,  sneezing,  and  blow- 
ing of  noses,  which  commonly  accompany  the 
text,  subsided,  she  generally  called  up  the  remem- 
brance of  the  last  ball,  or  an  anticipation  of  the 
next  assembly,  to  amuse  herself  until  the  prosing 
business  was  over.  From  church  she  drove  to 
the  park,  where,  bowling  round  the  ring,  or 
sauntering  in  the  gardens,  she  soon  forgot,    that 
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there  existed,  in  the  universe,  a  Power  of  higher 
consequence  to  please,  than  her  own  vanity  ;  and 
the  admiration  of  the  spectators. 

Lady  Sara  would  have  shuddered  at  hearing  any 
one  declare  himself  a  deist,  much  more  an  atheist ; 
but  for  any  influence,  which  her  nominal  belief 
held  over  her  desires,  she  might  as  well  have  been 
either.  She  never  committed  an  action  deserving 
the  name  of  premeditated  injury  :  nor  went  far 
out  of  her  way,  to  do  her  best  friend  a  service  ;  not 
because  she  wanted  inclination,  but  she  ceased  to 
remember,  both  the  petitioner,  and  his  petition, 
before  he  had  been  five  minutes  from  her  sight. 
She  had  read  as  much,  as  most  fine  ladies  have 
read  :  a  few  histories,  a  few  volumes  of  essays,  a 
few  novels,  and  now  and  then  a  little  poetry,  com- 
prised the  whole  range  of  her  studies  ;  these,  with 
morning  calls,  and  evening  assemblies,  filled  up 
the  whole  of  her  day.  Such  had  been  the  routine 
of  her  life,  until  she  met  the  count  Sobieski  at 
lady  Tinemouth's  ;  which  event  caused  a  total 
revolution  in  her  mind  and  conduct. 

The  strength  of  lady  Sara's  understanding  might 
have  credited  a  better  education  ;  but  her  passions, 
bearing  an  equal  power  with  this  vigour,  and  having 
taken  a  wrong  direction,  she  neither  acknowledged 
the  will,  nor  the  capability,  to  hold  the  empire  of 
her  reason.  When  love  entered  her  heart,  his  first 
conquest  was  her  vanity  ;  she  surrendered  all  her 
admirers,  in  the  hope  of  securing  the  admiration 
of  Thaddeus:  his  second  victory  made  him  master 
of  her  discretion  ;  she  revealed  her  unhappy  affec- 
tiion  to  lady  Tinemouth,  and  more  than  hinted  it  to 
himself.  What  had  she  else  to  lose  ?  she  believed 
her  honour  to  be  safer  than  her  life.  Her  honour 
■was  the  term.     She  had  no  conception,  or,  at  bestj 
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a  faint  one,  that  a  breach  of  the  marriage  vow 
could  be  an  outrage  on  the  laws  of  Heaven.  The 
v/ord  Sin  has  been  gradually  banished  the  oligarchy 
of  fashion,  from  the  hour  in  which  Charles  the 
second,  and  his  profligate  court,  trod  down  piety 
along  with  hypocrisy— to  this  day,  when  the  new 
philosophy,  having  accomplished  in  total  outlawry, 
denounced  it  a  rebel  to  decency,  and  the  freedom 
of  man. 

Thus  the  christian  religion,  being  driven  from 
the  haunts  of  the  great,  pagan  morality  is  raised 
from  that  prostration,  where,  Dagon-like,  it  fell  at 
the  feet  of  the  scriptures,  and  is  again  erected  as 
the  idol  of  adoration.  Guilt  against  Heaven  fades 
before  the  decrees  of  man  ;  his  law  of  ethics 
reprobates  crime  ;  but  crime  is  only  a  temporary 
transgression,  in  opposition  to  the  general  good  ; 
it  draws  no  consequent  punishment,  heavier  than 
the  anger  of  the  offended  parties.  Morality  neither 
promises  rewards  after  death,  nor  chastisement  for 
error.  The  disciples  of  this  independent  doctrine 
hold  forth  instances  of  the  Jierfectibility  of  human 
actions^  produced  by  the  unassisted  decisions  of 
human  intellect  on  the  limits  of  right  and  wrong. 
They  admire  virtue,  because  it  is  beautiful.  They 
practise  it,  because  it  is  heroic.  They  do  not 
abstain  from  the  gratification  of  an  intemperate 
wTsh,  under  a  belief  that  it  is  sinful,  but  in  obedience 
to  their  reason,  which  rejects  the  commission  of  a 
vicious  act,  because  it  is  uncomely.  In  the  first 
case,  God  is  their  judge  ;  in  the  latter,  themselves. 
The  comparison  need  only  be  proposed,  to  humble 
the  pride,  that  made  it  necessary.  How  do  these 
systemisers,  refine  and  subtilize  ?  How  do  they 
dwell  on  the  principle  of  virtue,  and  turn  it  in 
Vol.  Ho  d 
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every  metaphysical  light,  until  their  philosophy 
rarifies  it  to  nothing!  Some  degrade,  and  others 
abandon,  the  only  basis,  on  which  an  upright 
character  can  stand  with  firmness.  The  bulwark, 
which  revelation  erected  between  the  passions  and 
the  soul,  is  levelled  first  ;  and  then,  that  insiiivctive 
rule  of  rights  which  the  modern  casuist  nominates 
the  citadel  of  virtue,  falls  of  course. 

By  such  gradations  is  the  progress  of  depravity 
accomplished  ;  and  the  general  leaven  having 
work*ed  to  lady  Sara's  mind,  on  such  premises  did 
she,  (though  she  might  not  arrange  them  so  dis- 
tinctly,) deduce,  that  what  she  called  preserving 
her  honour,  was  a  mere  establishment  of  man  ;  and 
might  be  extended,  or  limited  by  him,  to  any  length 
he  liked.  For  instance,  the  Turks  were  not  con- 
tent with  one  wife,  but  appropriated  hundreds  to 
their  possession  ;  and,  because  such  an  enlarge- 
ment was  permitted  by  Mohammed,  no  other  nation 
presumed  to  call  them  culpable. 

Hence  she  thought,  that  if  she  could  once  re- 
concile herself  to  believe,  that  her  own  happiness 
was  dearer  to  her  than  the  notice  of  half  a  thousand 
people,  to  whom  she  was  indifferent ;  that  only  in 
their  opinion  and  the  world's,  her  flying  to  the  pro- 
tection of  Thaddeus  would  be  a  crime  ;  could  she 
Confidently  think  this,  what  should  deter  her  from 
instantly  throwing  herself  into  the  arms  of  the  man 
she  loved  ?" 

"  Ah  1"  cried  she  one  night,  as  she  traversed  her 
chamber  in  a  paroxysm  of  tears,  "  what  are  the 
vows  I  have  sworn  ?  How  can  I  keep  them  ?  I 
have  sworn  to  love,  to  honour  captain  Roos  ;  but, 
in  spite  of  myself,  without  any  action  of  my  own,  i 
lr?.ve  broken  both  these  oaths.     I  cannot  love  him  . 
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I  hate  him  ;  and  I  cannot  honour  the  man  I  hate. 
What  have  I  else  to  break?  Nothing.  My  nuptial 
vow  is  as  completely  annihilated,  as  if  I  had  left 
him  never  to  return. — How  ?**  cried  she,  after  a 
pause  of  some  minutes,  "  how  shall  I  know  what 
passes  in  the  mind  of  Constantine  ?  Did  he  love 
me,  would  he  protect  me,  I  would  brave  the  whole 
universe  ;  oh,  I  should  be  the  happiest  of  the  hap- 
py  :» 

Fatal  conclusion  of  reflection  !  It  infected  her 
dreaming  and  her  waking  fancy.  She  regarded 
every  thing  as  an  enemy  that  opposed  her  passion  ; 
and^  as  the  first  of  these  enemies,  she  detested  lady 
Tinemouth.  The  countess's  last  admonishing  let- 
ter enraged  her  by  its  arguments;  and  throwing 
it  into  the  fire,  with  execrations  and  tears,  she  de- 
termined to  pursue  her  own  will,  but  to  aflcct  be- 
ing influenced  by  her  ladyship's  counsels. 

The  count  Sobieski,  ^  who  surmised  not  the 
hundredth  part  of  the  love  which  lady  Sara  bore 
towards  him,  began  to  hope,  that  her  ardent  man- 
ner had  misled  him  ;  or  that  she  had  seen  the  dan- 
ger of  such  imprudence. 

Under  these  impressions,  the  party  for  the 
theatre  was  settled  ;  and  Thaddeus,  after  sitting 
an  hour  in  Grosvenor  Place,  returned  to  his  humble 
home,  and  attendance  on  his  friend. 


THA0DEUS   OF    WARSAVf. 


CHAP.    III. 


The  addition  of  Miss  Dorothy  Somerset  and 
Miss  Beaufort,  to  the  morning  groupe  at  lady  Dun- 
das's,  imparted  a  less  reluctant  motion  to  the  be- 
fore tardy  feet  of  the  count,  whenever  he  turned 
tijem  towards  Harley-street. 

Miss  Dorothy  readily  supposed  him  to  have  been 
better  born  than  he  appeared  ;  and,  displeased  with 
the  treatment  he  received  from  Miss  Dundas  and 
her  guests,  behaved  to  him  herself,  with  the  most 
gratifying  politeness. 

Aunt  Dorothy,  (for  that  was  the  title,  by  which 
every  branch  of  the  baronet's  family  addressed  her,) 
was  full  twenty  years  the  senior  of  her  brother,  Sir 
Robert  Somerset.  Having  in  her  youth  been 
tuOiight  very  like  the  famous  and  lovely  Mrs.  Wof- 
fington,  she  was  considered  the  beauty  of  her  time  ; 
and,  as  such,  for  ten  years,  continued  the  reigning 
toast.  Nevertheless,  she  arrived  at  the  age  of  six- 
ty-five v/ithout  having  been  either  the  object,  or  th^ 
subject,  of  a  fervent  passion. 

Possessing  a  fine  understanding,  a  fine  taste,  and 
fine  feelings,  she  had,  by  some  chance,  escaped 
love.  It  cannot  be  denied,  that  she  was  much  ad* 
mired,  much  respected,  and  much  esteemed  ;  and 
that  siie  received  two  or  three  splendid  proposals, 
from  men,  whom  she  had  animated  thus  far.  Some 
of  these  men  she  admired,  some  she  respected,  and 
some  she  esteemed,  but  not  one  did  she  love  ;  and 
she  successively  refused  them  all.  Shortly  after 
their  discharge,  they  generally  consoled  themselves 
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by  marrying  other  women,  who,  perhaps,  wanted 
both  tKe  charms  and  the  sense  of  Miss  Somerset ; 
yet  she  congratulated  them  on  their  choice,  and 
usually  became  the  warm  friend  of  the  happy 
couple. 

Thus,  year  passed  over  year  ;  Miss  Somerset 
continued  the  esteemed  of  every  worthy  heart, 
though  she  could  not  kindle  tl^  embers  of  a  liveli- 
er glow,  in  any  one  of  them  ;  and,  at  the  age  of  six- 
ty-five she  found  herself  an  old  maid  ;  but  possess- 
ing as  much  good  humour,  and  affection  towards 
the  young  people  about  her,  as  if  she  owned  half  a 
dozen  of  her  own  offspring,  to  mingle  in  the  circle. 
This  amiable  old  lady  usually  took  her  netting 
into  the  library  beside  the  fair  students  ;  and,  when- 
ever Thaddeus  entered  the  room,  (so  natural  is  it 
for  generous  natures  to  sympathise,)  his  eyes  first 
sought  her  venerable  figure  ;  then  glancing  round, 
to  catch  an  assuring  beam  from  the  heavenly  coun- 
tenance of  the  lovely  Mary,  he  seated  himself  with 
confidence. 

The  presence  of  these  ladies  operated,  as  a  more 
than  sufficient  antidote,  to  the  disagreeables  of  his 
situation.  To  them  he  directed  all  the  attention, 
that  was  not  required  by  his  occupation  ;  he  heard 
only  them  speak,  when  a  hundred  others  were 
talking  ;  he  saw  only  them^  when  a  hundred  oth*- 
€rs  were  in  company. 

In  addition  to  this  pleasant  change.  Miss  Euphe- 
mia's  passion  <  assumed  a  form,  less  capable  of  tor- 
menting. She  had  been  reading  Madame  D'  Ar- 
blay's  Camilla  ;  and  becoming  enamoured  of  the 
delicacy  and  pensive  silence  of  the  interesting  he- 
roine, she  determined  on  adopting  the  same  char- 
acter ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  taking  it  into  her 
1)2 
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ever  creative  brain,  that  Constantine's  coldness 
bore  a  strict  affinity  to  the  caution  of  Edgar  Man- 
delbert,  without  further  debate,  she  wiped  the 
rouge  off  her  face,  and  prepared  to  '  let  concealment^ 
like  a  worm  in  the  bud^feed  on  her  damask  cheek* 

To  afford  decorous  support  to  this  fancy,  her 
gayest  clothes  were  thrown  aside,  to  make  way  for 
a  negligence  of  apparel,  which  cost  her  two  hours 
each  morning  to  compose.  Her  dimpling  smiles 
were  now  quite  banished.  She  was  ever  sighing, 
and  ever  silent,  and  ever  lolling  and  leaning  about ; 
or  reclining  along  the  sofa,  in  some  pretty  discon- 
solate attitude,  just  selected  from  a  folio  of  prints, 
in  which  she  daily  studied  her  dress  and  movements. 

Thaddeus  preferred  this  pathetic  whim,  before 
her  former  lover-like  advances  ;  it  afforded  him 
quiet,  and  relieved  him  from  much  embarrassment. 

Every  succeeding  visit  induced  Miss  Beaufort  to 
observe  him  with  nicer  accuracy,  and  a  more  lively 
interest.  The  nobleness,  yet  humility,  with  which 
he  behaved  towards  herself  and  her  aunt,  and  the 
manly  serenity  with  which  he  suffered  the  insulting 
sarcasms  of  Miss  Dundas,  led  her  not  merely  to 
conceive,  but  to  entertain,  many  doubts,  that  his 
present  situation  was  far  belov/  his  birth. 

The  ladies  who  dropped  in  now  and  then  on  the 
sisters  were  not  backward  in  espousing  the  gainc 
of  ridicule,  as  it  played  away  a  few  minutes  to  join 
in  a  laugh  with  the  witty  Diana,  These  gracious 
beings,  from  their  sex,  knew  they  were  privileged 
to  ofit'end ;  but  it  was  not  always  that  the  gentlemen 
durst  venture  beyond  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder,  a 
drop  of  the  lip,  a  wink  of  the  eye,  or  a  raising  of 
the  brows.  However,  Mary  observed  with  con- 
tempt, that  they  were  prudent  enp;.if>h  to  exercise 
these  specimens  of  hostility,  only  v/hen  the  count 
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had  turned  his  back  ;  and  regarding  him  with  in- 
creased admiration,  she  was  indignant,  and  then 
disdainful,  at  the  motives  of  envy,  which  actuated 
these  men  to  insult  him  under  the  mask  of 
indifference. 

The  occasional  calls  of  lady  Tinemouth  and  Miss 
Egerton  stimulated  the  cabal  against  Thaddeus* 
The  sincere  sentiment  of  equality  with  themselves, 
which  these  two  ladies  evinced  by  their  behaviour 
to  him  ;  and  the  same  conduct  being  adopted  by 
Miss  Dorothy  and  her  beautiful  niece,  besides  the 
evident  partiality  of  Euphemia,  altogether  inflamed 
the  spleen  of  Miss  Dundas  coterie  to  absolute 
rudeness. 

This  little  phalanx,  at  the  head  of  which  was  the 
superb  Diana,  could  offer  no  real  reason  for  dis- 
liking a  man,  not  only  beneath  them,  but  who  had 
never  offended  them  even  by  implication.  It  was  a 
sufficient  apology  to  their  easy  consciences,  that 
"  he  gave  himself  such  courtly  airs  as  were  quite 
ridiculous  ;  that  his  presumption  was  astonishing. 
In  short,  they  were  all  idle  ;  and  it  was  monstrous 
amusing  to  lounge  a  morning  with  the  rich  Dun*- 
das's  and  hoax  monsieur." 

Had  Thaddeus  known  one  fourth  of  the  insolent 
derision,  with  which  his  misfortunes  were  treated 
behind  his  back,  though  he  tliought  that  the  very 
breath  which  he  breathed  ought  to  be  sacrificed, 
if  conducive  to  the  life  of  his  friend,  perhaps  even 
his  necessity  could  not,  in  this  case,  have  detained 
him  in  his  employment.  The  brightness  of  a 
brave  man's  name  makes  shadows  perceptible, 
which  might  pass  unmarked  over  a  duller  surface. 
Sobieski's  delicate  honour  would  have  supposed  it- 
self sullied  by  enduring  such  contumely  with  toler- 
ation.    But,  as  was  said  before,  the  male  adjuncts 
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of  Miss  Dundas  received  such  a  prompt  warning, 
from  an  accidental  knitting  of  the  count's  brow, 
that  they  never  could  muster  temerity  to  sport  their 
wit  to  his  face. 

These  circumstances  were  not  lost  upon  Mary  ; 
she  collected  them  as  part  of  a  treasure,  and  turned 
them  over  on  her  pillow  with  the  jealous  examina- 
tion of  a  miser.  Like  Euphemia,  she  supposed 
Thaddeus  to  be  other  than  he  seemed ;  yet  her  fancy 
did  not  gift  him  with  the  blood  of  the  Bourbons  ; 
she  merely  believed  him  to  be  a  gentleman  ;  and, 
from  the  maternal  manner  of  lady  Tinemouth  to- 
wards him,  suspected  that  her  ladyship  knew  m^ore 
of  his  history  than  she  chose  to  reveal. 

Things  were  in  this  taste,  when  the  countess 
requested  that  Miss  Dorothy  would  trust  her  niece, 
the  ensuing  evenings  with  herself  and  a  little  party 
to  the  Hay-market  Fheatre.  The  good  lady  hav- 
ing consented.  Miss  Beaufort  received  the  per- 
mission with  pleasure  ;  and,  as  she  was  invited  to 
sup  with  her  ladyship,  she  formed  the  hope  that 
something  might  fall  from  the  countess  or  Miss 
Egerton,  which  would  throw  a  light  on  the  true 
situation  of  Mr.  Constantine. 

From  infancy  Miss  Beaufort  had  loved  with  en- 
thusiasm all  kinds  of  excellence.  Indeed,  she  es- 
teemed no  person  warmly  whom  she  did  not  think 
eminent  in  the  liberal  qualities  over  the  rest  of 
mankind.  She  sought  for  something  to  respect 
in  every  character  ;  and  when,  by  chance,  she 
found  any  tiling  to  admire,  her  susceptible  soul 
blazed,  and  by  its  own  pure  flame,  lit  her  to  a 
closer  inspection  into  the  object  for  whom  she  was 
interested. 

When  lady  Somerset  collected  all  the  virtue  and 
talent  in  the  country  around  her  table,  they  were 
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not  brought  there  on  a  vain  errand.  From  them, 
Miss  Beaufort  gathered  her  best  lessons  in  morali- 
ty and  taste,  and  from  them  her  earliest  percep- 
tions of  friendship.  Mary  was  the  beloved  pupil, 
and  respected  friend,  of  the  brightest  characters  in 
England  ;  and  though  they  were  men,  some  of 
whom  had  not  passed  the  age  of  forty,  she  never 
had  been  in  love,  nor  had  she  mistaken  the  nature 
of  her  esteem  so  far,  as  to  call  it  by  that  name. 
Hence,  she  was  neither  afraid  nor  ashamed  to  ac- 
knowledge a  correspondence,  which  she  knew  to 
be  her  highest  distinction.  But,  had  the  frank  and 
innocent  Mary  exhibited  half  the  like  attentions, 
which  she  paid  to  these  men  in  one  hour,  to  the 
common  class  of  young  men  through  the  course 
of  a  month,  they  would  have  declared,  "  that  the 
poor  girl  was  over-head  in  love  with  them  ;  and 
have  pitied  (what  they  justly  denominate)  her  fol- 
ly." Foolish  must  that  woman  be,  who  will  sac- 
rifice the  most  precious  gift  in  her  possession,  to 
the  superficial  graces,  or  empty  blandishments,  of 
a  self-idolized  coxcomb. 

Such  a  being  was  not  Mary  Beaufort  ;  and  on 
these  principles  she  contemplated  the  extraordi-- 
nary  merits  of  the  exiled  Thaddeus,  with  an  inter- 
est honourable  to  her  penetration  and  heart. 

When  Miss  Egerton  called  in  lady  Sara  Roos's 
carriage  to  take  her  to  the  hay-market,  Mary  was 
not  displeased  at  seeing  Mr.  Constantine  step  out 
of  the  coach  to  hand  her  in.  During  their  drive, 
Miss  Egerton  informed  her,  that,  from  lady  Tine* 
mQUth's  sudden  indisposition,  lady  Sara  had  kindly- 
undertaken  to  be  their  chaprone  ;  and  had  prom*, 
ised  to  bring  them  all  back  to  sup  in  Grosvenof 
Place. 


■•. 


oS  THADDEUS     OF     WARSAW. 

Lady  Sara  never  had  seen  Mary^  though  she 
frequently  had  heard  of  her.  beauty  and  vast  for- 
tune r  this  last  qualification,  her  ladyship  hoped 
might  have  given  an.  unmerited  eclat  to  the  first  ; 
therefore,  when  she  saw,  in  the  person  of  Miss  Beau* 
fort,,  the  most  beautiful  creature  she  ever  had  be- 
held, nothing  could  equal  her  surprise  and  vexation. 

The  happy  lustre  that  beamed  in  the  fine  eyes 
of  Mary  shone  like  a  vivifying  influence  around 
her  ;  a  bright  glow  animated  her  cheek  ;  vi^iilst  a 
pleasure,  for  which  she  did  not  seek  ^to  account, 
bounded  at  her  heart,  and  modulated  every  tone  of 
her  voice  to  sweetness  and  enchantment* 

"Syren  !*'  thought  lady  Sara,  withdrawing  her 
large  dark  eyes  from  her  face,  and  turning  them, 
full  of  dissolving  languor,  upon  Thaddeus,  "here 
are  all  thy  charms  directed  !"  then  drawing  a  sigh, 
so  deep  that  it  made  her  neighbour  start,  she  fixed 
her  eyes  on  her  fan,  and  never  looked  up  until  they 
reached  the  playhouse. 

The  curtain  was  raised  as  the  little  parly  seated: 
themselves  in  the  box. 

"  Can  any  body  tell  me  what  the  play  is  ?"  asked 
lady  Sara. 

"  I  never  thought  of  inquiring,'*  replied  Maria. 

"  I  looked  in  the  paper  this  morning,"  said 
Miss  Beaufort,  "and  I  think  it  is  called  Sig'hs^  a 
translation  from  a  Drama  of  Rotzebue's." 

"  A  strange  title  !"  was  the.  general  observation, 
when  Mr.  Suett,  who  personated  one  of  the  char- 
acters, beginning  to  speak,  their  attention  was  sum» 
moned  to  the  stage. 

On  the  entrance  of  Mr.  Charles  Kemble,  in  the 
character  of  Adelbert,  the  count  unconsciously 
turned  pale.  He  perceived,  by  the  dress  of  tiie  ac- 
tor, that  he  was  intended  to  personate  a  Pole  ;  and. 
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filarmed  at  the  probability  of  seeing  something  to 
recal  recollections,  which  he  strove  to  ban- 
ish, his  agitation  did  not  allow  him  to  hear  any 
thing  that  passed. 

Miss  Egerton  was  not  so  tardy  in  the  use  of  her 
eyes  and  ears  ;  but  stretching  out  her  hand  to  the 
back  of  the  box,  where  Thaddeus  was  standing  by 
lady  Sara's  chair,  she  caught  hold  of  his  sleeve. 

"  There,  Constantine  !"  cried  she,  "  look  at  Ad- 
elbert  I  Now,  that  is  exactly  the  figure  you  cut  in 
your  Polish  trumpery  two  months  ago." 

The  count  bowed  with  a  forced  smile,  and, 
glancing  at  the  stage,  replied— 

"  Then,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  regret 
having  followed  a  lady's  advice  ;  I  think  I  must 
have  lost  by  the  change.*' 

"  Yes,"  rejoined  she,  "you  have  lost  much  fur 
and  much  embroidery  ;  but  you  now  look  much 
more  like  a  christian." 

The  substance  of  these  speeches  was  not  lost  on. 
Mary,  who  continued  to  mark,  with  redoubling  in° 
terest,  the  changes  ^vhich  his  countenance  under- 
went along  witli  the  scene.  As  she  sat  forward, 
by  a  slight  turn  of  her  head  she  could  discern  the 
smallest  fluctuation  of  the  count's  features  ;  and 
they  were  not  a  few  ;  for,  placing  himself  at  the 
back  of  lady  Sara's  chair,  he  leaned  over,  with  his 
soul  set  in  his  eye,  watching  every  motion  of  Mr. 
Charles  Kemble. 

Mary  knew  that  Constantine  was  a  Polander  ; 
and  the  surmise  which  she  entertained  of  his  being 
unfortunate,  received  full  corroboration  at  the 
scene,  wherein  Adelbert  is  grossly  insulted  by  the 
rich  merchant.  During  the  whole  of  it,  she 
scarcely  dared  trust  her  eyes  towards  his  flushed 
and  agitated  face. 
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The  interview  between  Adelbert  and  Leopold 
commenced.  When  the  former  was  describing 
bis  country's  miseries  with  his  own,  Thaddeus,  un- 
able to  bear  it  longer,  unobserved  by  any  but  Mary, 
drew  back  into  the  box.  In  a  moment  or  too,  Mr. 
Charles  Kemble  made  the  following  reply  to  an  ob- 
servation of  Leopold's,  that  "  poverty  is  no  dishon- 
our." 

"  Certainly  none  to  me  !  To  Poland,  to  my 
struggling  country,  I  sacrificed  my  wealth  as  I 
would  have  sacrificed  my  life,  if  she  had  required 
it.  My  country  is  no  more  ;  and  we  are  wandei'- 
ers  on  a  burthened  earth,  finding  no  refuge  but  in 
the  hearts  of  the  humane  and  virtuous." 

The  passion  and  force  of  these  words  could  not 
fail  of  reaching  the  ears  of  Thaddeus.  Mary's  at- 
tention followed  them  to  their  object,  by  the  heav^ 
ing  of  whose  breast  she  plainly  discovered  the  an- 
guish of  their  effect.  Her  heart  fluttered.  How 
willingly  would  she  have  approached  him,  and  said 
something  of  sympathy,  of  consolation  !  but  she 
durst  not  ;  and  she  turned  away  her  tearful  eye, 
and  looked  again  on  the  stage. 

Lady  Sara  now  stood  up  :  hanging  over  Mary's 
chair,  listened  with  congenial  emotions  to  the 
scene  between  Adelbert  and  the  innocent  Rose. 
Lady  Sara  felt  it  all  in  her  own  bosom  ;  and,  look* 
ing  round,  to  catch  what  was  passing  in  the  count's 
mind,  she  beheld  him  leaning  against  a  corner  of 
the  box  with  his  head  inclined  to  the  curtain  of  the 
door, 

"  Mr.  Constanline  !"  almost  unconsciously  es- 
caped her  lips.  He  started,  and  discovered,  by  the 
humidity  of  his  eyes,  why  he  had  withdrawn.  Her 
ladyship's  tears  were  gliding  down  her  cheeks 
Miss  Egerton,  greatly  amazed  at  the  oddness  ot 
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the  scene,  turned  to  Miss  Beaufort,  who  a  moment 
before  having  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  distressed 
countenance  of  the  count,  could  only  smile,  and  bow 
her  head  to  Maria's  observation* 

Who  is  there  that  can  enter  into  the  secret  folds 
of  the  heart,  and  know  all  its  miseries  ?  Who 
participate  in  that  joy,  which  dissolves  and  rarifies 
man  to  the  essence  of  Heaven  ?  Soul  must  mingle 
with  soul,  and  the  ethereal  voice  of  the  spirit  must 
speak,  before  these  can  be  comprehended. 

Mary,  ready  to  suffocate  with  the  emotion  which 
she  repelled  from  her  eyes,  gladly  affected  to  be 
absorbed  in  the  business  of  the  stage,  (not  one 
object  of  which  she  now  saw,)  and  with  breathless 
attention  lost  not  one  soft  whisper,  which  lady  Sara 
poured  into  the  ear  of  Thaddeus. 

"  Why  ?**  asked  her  ladyship,  in  a  tremulous 
and  low  tone,  "  Why  should  we  seek  ideal  sor- 
rows, when  those  of  our  own  hearts  are  beyond 
alleviation  ?  Happy  Rose  i"  sighed  her  ladyship, 
"  Constantine,*'  continued  she,  "  do  not  you  think 
that  Adelbert  is  consoled  at  least,  by  the  affection 
of  that  lovely  woman  ?** 

Like  Miss  Beaufort,  Constantine  had  hitherto 
replied  with  bows  only. 

"  Come,"  added  lady  Sara,  laying  her  soft  hand 
on  his  arm,  and  regarding  him  with  a  look  of 
tenderness  so  unequivocal,  that  he  cast  his  eyes  to 
the  ground,  although  its  compassion  and  sympathy 
touched  his  heart  j  "  Come,"  repeated  she,  ani- 
mated by  the  faint  colour  which  tinged  his  cheek, 
"  you  know  that  I  have  the  care  of  this  party  ;  and 
I  must  not  allow  our  only  beau  to  be  melancholy." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  lady  Sara,"  returned  he,— . 
in  gratitude  to  her  kind  commiseration,  pressing 
Vol.  IL  b 
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the  hand  that  yet  rested  on  his  arm,  "  I  am  n&t  ~ 
very  well.      I  wish  that  I  had  not  seen  this  play  !" 

Xady  Sara  sunk  into  the  seat  from  which  she  had 
arisen.  He  had  never  before  taken  her  hand,  ex- 
cept when  assisting  her  to  her  carriage  ;  this  pres- 
sure shook  her  very  soul,  and  awakened  hopes, 
which  rendered  her  for  a  moment  incapable  of. 
sustaining  herself,  or  venturing  a  reply. 

There  was  something  in  the  tones  of  lady  Sara's 
voice,  and  in  her  manner,  far  more  expressive  than 
her  words  :  mutual  sighs,  which  breathed  from  her 
ladyship's  bosom,  and  that  of  Thaddeus,  as  they 
sat  down,  made  a  cold  shiver  run  from  the  head  to 
the  foot  of  Miss  Beaufort.  Mary's  surprise  at  the 
meaning  of  this  emotion  caused  a  second  tremour, 
and  with  a  palpitating  heart  she  asked  herself  a 
few  questions. 

Could  this  interesting  young  man,  whom  every 
person  of  sense  appeared  to  esteem  and  respect, 
could  he  sully  his  virtues,  by  participating  in  a 
passion  with  a  married  woman  ?  No  ;  it  was 
impossible. 

Notwithstanding  this  decision,  she  determined  to 
-observe  him  narrowly:  and  be  well  convinced  of 
his  worth,  before  she  permitted  him  to  augment 
the  share  of  regard,  which  he  already  possessed  in 
her  bosom. 

With  her  head  full  of  these  reflections,  she 
awaited  the  farce,  without  observing  when  it  ai> 
peared.  Indeed,  none  present  knew  any  thing 
about  this  piece,  (to  see  which  they  had  professed- 
ly come  to  the  theatre)  excepting  Miss  Egerton  > 
whose  ever  merry  spirits  had  enjoyed  the  humour 
of  Totum  in  the  fjlay,  and  now  laughed  heartily, 
though  unaccompanied,  thtoiigh  the  ridiculous 
^vhims  of  the  farce. 
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Nothing  that  passed  could  totally  disengage  the 
mind  of  the  count  from  those  remembrances, 
which  the  recent  drama  had  aroused.  When  the 
melting  voice  of  lady  Sara,  in  whispers,  tried  to 
recal  his  attention,  by  a  start  only  he  evinced  his 
recollection  of  not  being  alone.  Convinced,  how- 
e^xr,  of  the  kindness  of  her  motive,  he  exerted 
himself ;  and,  by  the  time  that  the  curtain  dropt, 
he  had  so  far  rallied  his  spirits,  as  to  be  able  to  at- 
tend to  the  civility  of  seeing  the  ladies  safe  out  of 
the  theatre. 

Miss  Egerton,  laughing,  as  he  assisted  her  into 
the  carriage,  said,  "  I  verily  believe,  Mr.  Constan- 
line,  had  I  glanced  round  during  the  play,  I  should 
have  seen  as  pretty  a  lacrymal  scene  between  you 
and  lady  Sara,  as  any  on  the  stage.  I  won't  have 
this  flirting  !    I  declare  I  will  tell  Captain  Roos— " 

She  continued  talking  ;  but  turning  about  to  of- 
fer his  service  to  Miss  Beaufort,  he  heard  no  more. 

Miss  Beaufort  felt  strangely  ;  she  felt  cold  and- 
reserved  ;  and,  undesignedly,  she  appeared  what 
she  felt.  There  was  a  grave  dignity  in  her  air, 
accompanied  with  a  collectedness  and  stillness  in 
her  before  animated  countenance,  which  astonish- 
ed and  chilled  Thaddeus,  though  she  bowed  her 
head,  and  gave  him  her  hand  to  put  her  into  the 
coach. 

In  their  way  home.  Miss  Egerton  ran  over  the 
merits  of  the  play  and  farce  ;  rallied  Thaddeus  on 
the  ''  tail  Poie,'^  which  she  threatened  should  be 
his  epithet  whenever  he  offended  her  ;  and  then 
flying  from  subject  to  subject,  talked  herself  and 
her  hearers  so  weary,  that  they  mutually  rejoiced 
when  the  carriage  stopped  in  Grosvenor-place. 

After  they  had  severally  paid  their  respects  to 
lady  Tinemouth,  who,  being  indisposed,  was  lying 
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along  the  sofa,  she  desired  Thaddeus  to  draw  a 
chair  near  to  her. 

"  I  want  to  learn,"  sakl  she,  "  what  you  think  of 
our  English  theatre  ?^' 

"  Prithee,  don't  ask  him  1"  cried  Miss  Egerton, 
pouring  out  a  class  of  wine,  "  we  have  seen  a  tre- 
mendous brother  Pole  of  his,  who  I  believe   has 

♦  hofijied  off*  with  all  his  spirits  !  Why,  he  has 
been  looking  as  rueful  as  a  half-drowned  man,  all 
the  night  ;  and  for  lady  Sara, — and,  I  could  swear, 
Miss  Beaufort  too,  they  have  been  two  Niobe's, 

*  all  tears'  So,  good  folks,  I  must  drink  better 
health  to  you,  to  save  myself  from  the  vapours/' 

"  What  is  all  this,  Mr.  Constantine  V  asked  the 
(fDuntess,  addressing  Thaddeus,  whose  eyes  were 
now  fixed  with  grateful  surprise  on  the  blushing, 
though  displeased  face  of  Miss  Beaufort. 

"  My  weakness  ;"  replied  he,  sighing  and  turn- 
ing to  her  ladyship  :  "  the  play  relates  to  a  native 
of  Poland  ;  one,  who,  like  myself,  an  exile  in  a 
strange  land,  is  subjected  to  sufferings  and  con- 
tumelies, which  the  bravest  spirits  may  find  hard 
la  bear.  Any  man  may  combat  misery  ;  but  even 
the  most  intrepid  will  shrink  from  insult^  This,  \ 
believe,  is  the  sum  of  the  story.  Its  resemblance, 
in  some  points,  to  my  own,  affected  me  ;  and," 
added  he,  looking  gratefully  at  lady  Sara,  and  tim- 
idly towards  Miss  Beaufort ;,  "  if  these  ladies  have 
sympathised  with  emotions,  against  which  I  strove, 
but  could  not  entirely  conceal,  I  owe  to  it,  the 
sweetest  consolation,  that  is  now  in  the  power  of 
fate  to  bestow  I" 

^'  Poor  Constantine  1"  cried  Maria  Egerton,  pat- 
ting his  head  with  one  hand,  whilst  with  the  other 
she  wiped  a  tear  from  her  always  smiling  eye, 
**  forgive  me,  if  I  have  hurt  you,     I  like  you  vastlv. 
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t"hough  I  must  now  and  then  laugh  at  you  ;  you 
know  I  hate  dismals  ;  so  let  this  tune  enliven  us 
all  I"  and,  flying  to  her  piano,  she  played  and  sung 
two  or  three  merry  airs,  till  the  countess  command- 
ed her  to  the  supper-table. 

At  this  most  sociable  repast  of  the  whole  day, 
cheerfulness  seemed  again  to  disperse  the  gloom, 
which  threatened  the  circle.  Thaddeus  set  the  ex- 
ample. His  unrestrained  and  elegant  conversation 
acquired  new  pathos  from  the  anguish,  that  was 
driven  back  to  his  heart ;  like  the  beds  of  water, 
which  infuse  their  own  nature  with  the  current, 
his  hidden  grief  imparted  an  undescribable  interest 
and  charm  to  all  his  sentiments  and  actions. 

Mary  now  beheld  him  in  his  real  character.. 
Unmolested  by  the  haughty  presence  of  Miss 
Dundas,  he  became  unreserved,  intelligent,  and  en- 
chanting. He  was  master  of  every  subject  ;  and 
discoursed  on  all  with  a  grace,  which  corroborated 
her  waking  visions^  that  he  was  as  somQ  arc/iangel 
ruined. 

With  the  increase  of  Miss  Beaufort's  admiration 
of  the  count's  fine  talents,  she  gradually  lost  the  re- 
collection of  what  had  occupied  her  mind  relative 
to  lady  Sara  ;  and  her  own  beautiful  countenance, 
dilating  into  confidence  and  delight,  the  evening 
passed  away  with  pleasure^  until  the  little  party 
separated  for  their  several  homes. 

Lady  Tinemouth  and  Maria  were  fascinated  by 
the  lovely  Miss  Beaufort.  Miss  Beaufort  was 
equally  pleased  with  the  countess  and  her  friend  ; 
but  when  she  thought  on  Thaddeus,  she  was  sur- 
prised, interested,  charmed. 

Lady  Sara  Roos's  reflections  were  not  less  flatter- 
ing :  she  dwelt  with  redoubled  passion  on  that  look 
E  2 
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from  the  count's  eyes,  that  touch  of  his  hand,  which 
she  thought  were  signs  of  a  reciprocal  flame.  Both 
actions  were  forgotten  by  him  the  moment  after 
they  were  committed  ;  yet  he  was  not  ungrateful  ; 
but  whilst  he  acknowledged  her  attentions,  and  as- 
sented to  the  loveliness  of  her  form,  he  saw  that 
she  would  lead  him  to  the  brink  of  a  precipice, 
where,  if  he  fell,  he  must  sink  to  a  depth,  never  to 
rise  again. 

He  sought  a  refuge  from  such  dangerous  medita- 
tion, in  the  idea  of  the  ingenuous  Mary,  on  whose 
modest  countenance  virtue  seemed  to  have  '  set  her 
seal.'  Whilst  recollecting  the  pitying  kindness 
of  her  voice  and  looks,  his  heart  owned  the  empire 
of  purity  ;  and,  in  the  contemplation  of  her  un- 
^\ffected  excellence,  he  soon  forgot  the  witeheries  of 
lady  Sara,  and  her  love. 
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CHAP.  IV. 

Next  morning,  when  Thaddeus,  according  to 
custom,  approached  the  general's  bed  to  give  him 
his  coffee,  he  found  him  feverish,  and  his  intellects 
more  than  usually  unsettled. 

The  count  awaited  with  anxiety  the  arrival  of  the 
benevolent  Cavendish,  whom  he  expected ;  and 
when  he  appeared,  he  declared  his  increased  alarm. 
Dr.  Cavendish  having  felt  the  patient's  pulse,  ell- 
pressed  a  wish  that  he  could  be  induced  to  take'  a 
little  exercise.  Thaddeus  had  often  urged  this  ne- 
cessity to  his  friend  ;  and  having  met  with  con- 
stant refusals,  he  hopelessly  repeated  the  entreaty 
now  ;  when  to  his  surprise  and  satisfaction,  the  old 
man  instantly  consented. 

Having  seen  him  comfortably  dressed,  (for  the 
count  attended  to  these  minutia  with  the  care  of  a 
Son)  the  doctor  said,  that  they  must  ride  with  him 
to  Hyde  Park,  where  he  would  put  them  out  to 
walk,  until  he  had  performed  a  visit  to  a  sick  per- 
son in  Piccadilly,  after  which,  he  would  return,  and 
take  them  home. 

The  general  not  only  expressed  pleasure  at  the 
drive,  but  as  the  air  was  warm  and  balmy,  (it  being 
about  the  beginning  of  June,)  made  no  objection 
to  the  proposed  walk. 

He  admired  the  Park,  the  Serpentine  River,  the 
cottage  on  its  bank,  and  seemed  highly  diverted  by 
the  horsemen  and  carriages  mthe  ring.  The  per- 
tinency of  his  remarks  afforded  Thaddeus  a  ray  of 
hope,  thajt  his  senses  had  not  entirely  lost  their 
union  with  reason  5    and  he  was  contemplating, 
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with  awakened  confidence,  what  might  be  the  hap- 
py effects  of  constant  exercise,  when  the  general's 
complaints  of  weariness  obliged  him  to  stop  near 
Piccadilly  gate,  and  await  the  arrival  of  the  doc- 
tor's coach. 

He  was  standing  against  the  railing,  supporting 
Butzou ;  and,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  was 
shading  his  friend's  face  from  the  sun, 
when  two  or  three  carriages  driving  in,  he 
met  the  eyes  of  Miss  Euphemia  Dundas  ;  who, 
pulling  the  check-string,  exclaimed,  "  Bless  me, 
Mr.  Constantine  !  who  expected  to  see  you  here  ? 
Why  your  note  told  us,  that  you  were  confined 
with  a  sick  friend." 

Thaddeus  bowed  to  her^  and  still  sustaining  the 
debilitated  frame. of  the  general  on  his  arm,  ad- 
vanced to  the  side  of  the  coach.  Miss  Beaufort, 
who  now  looked  out,  expressed  her  hope  that  his 
invalid  was  better. 

"  This  is  the  friend  I  mentioned,"  said  the  count, 
turning  his  eyes  on  the  mild  features  of  Butzou  ; 
"  his  physician  having  ordered  him  to  walk,  1  ac- 
companied him  hither." 

"  Dear  me  !  how  ill  you  look,  Sir,"  cried  Euphe- 
mia, addressing  the  poor  invalid  ;  "  but  you  are  at- 
tended by  a  kind  friend." 

'^  My  dear  lord  !"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  not 
regarding  what  she  said,  "  1  must  go  home  ;  1  am 
tired  ;  pray  call  the  carriage." 

Euphemia  was  agam  opening  her  mouth  to  speak, 
but  Miss  Beaufort,  perceiving  a  look  of  distress  in 
the  expressive  features  of  Mr.  Constantine,  inter- 
rupted her  by  saying,  "  Good  morning,  Mr.  Con- 
stantine ;  I  know  that  we  detain  you,  and  oppress 
that  gentleman,  whose  pardon  we  ought  to  beg.'* 
She  bowed  her  head  to  the  general  j  whose  white 
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hairs  were  blowing  about  his  f^ce,  as  he  attempt- 
ed to  pull  the  count  towards  the  pathway. 

"  My  friend  cannot  thank  you,  kind  Miss  Beau- 
fort,'* cried  Thaddeus  with  a  look  of  gratitude,  that 
made  her  blush,  *<  but  I  do  from  my  heart  I" 

"  Here  it  is  !  Pray,  my  lord,  come  along  !" 
cried  Butzou  :  Thaddeus,  seeing  that  his  informa- 
tion was  right,  bowed  to  the  ladies,  and  their  car- 
riage drove  off. 

Though  the  wheels  of  lady  Dundas's  coach 
rolled  away  from  the  retreating  figures  of  Thadde- 
us and  his  friend,  the  images  of  both  occupied  the 
meditations  of  Euphemia  and  Miss  Beaufort,  whilst 
tete-a-tete^  and  in  silence,  they  made  the  circuit  of 
the  Park, 

When  the  carriage  again  passed  the  spot  on 
which  the  subject  of  their  thoughts  had  stood, 
Mary,  almost  mechanically,  looked  out  of  the  win- 
dow towards  the  gate. 

"  Is  he  gone  yet  ?"  asked  Euphemia,  sighing 
deeply. 

Mary  drew  in  her  head,  with  the  quickness  of 
conscious  guilt  ;  and,  whilst  a  colour  stained  her 
face,  which  of  itself  might  have  betrayed  her  pre- 
varication, she  asked,  "  Who  ?" 

"  Mr.  Constantine,*'  replied  Euphemia,  with  a 
second  sigh.  "  Did  you  remark,  Mary,  how  grace- 
fully be  supported  that  sick  old  gentleman  ?  W^as 
it  not  the  personification  of  Youth  upholding  the 
fainting  steps  of  Age  ?  He  put  me  in  mind  of  the 
charming  young  prince,  whose  name  I  forget, 
leading  the  old  Belisarius.'* 

"  You  are  an  enthusiast,  Euphemia  !"  returned 
Mary,  striving  to  smile,  and  wondering  within  her- 
self, what  could  be  the  meaning  of  the  appellations, 
with  which  the  old  man  had  addressed  Thaddeus,. 
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"So  all  tell  me,"  replied  Euphemia  ;  '^  so  all- 
say,  who  neither  possess  the  sensibility  nor  the- 
candour  to  allow,  that-great  merit  may  exist  witll- 
O^t  being  associated  with  great  rank.  Yet,"  cried 
the  little  beauty,  in  a  more  animated  tone,  "  I  have 
my  doubts,  Mary,  of  his  being^  what  he  seems. 
Did  you  observe  the  sick  gentleman  call  him  my 
lord?" 

"  I  did,"  returned  Mary,    "  and  I  was  not  sur- 
prised.    Such  manners  as  Mn   Gonstantine's  are 
not  to  be  acquired  in  a  cottage." ' 

''  Dear,  dear  Mary,"  cried  Euphemia,  flinging ^ 
her  ivory  arms  round  her  neck  ;  "  how  I  love  you 
for  these  words  !  you  are  generous,  you  think  no- 
bly, and  I  will  no  longer  hesitate  to— to — "  and- 
breaking  off,  she  hid  her, head  in  Miss-  Beaufort's 
bosom. 

Mary's  heart  throbbed,  her  cheeks  grew  pale, 
and,  almost  unconsciously,  she  wished  to  stop  the 
tide  of  Miss  Dundas's  confidence, 

"  Dear  Euphemia,"  answered  she,  "  your  re- 
gard for  this  interesting  exile  is  very  praise-wor- 
thy. But  beware  of-. — "  she  hesitated  ;  a  re- 
morseful twitch  in  her  o\Vn  breast  stayed  the 
warning  that  was  rising  to  her  tongue  ;  and  blush- 
ing at  a  motive,  which  she  could  not  at  the  instant 
assign  to  friendship,  selfishness,  or  envy,  she 
touched  the  cheek  of  Euphemia  with  her  quiver- 
ing lips. 

Euphemia  had  finished  the  sentence,  for  her,  and 
raising  her  head,  exclaimed — "  What  should  I 
fear  in  esteeming  Mr.  Constantine  ?  Is  he  not  the 
most  captivating  creature  in  the  world  ?  And  for 
his  beauty  I  Oh,  Mary,  he  is  so  beautiful,  that 
when  the  library  is  filled  with  the  handsomest  men 
in  town,  the  moment  Constantine   enters,  their 
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reign  is  over.  I  compare  them  with  his  godlike 
figure,  and  I  feel  as  one  looking  at  the  sun  ;  all 
other  objects  appear  dim  and  shapeless.*' 

"  I  hope,"  returned  Mary,  rubbing  her  fore- 
head with  her  hand,  her  head  beginning  to  ache 
strangely,  "  that  Mr.  Constantine  does  not  owe 
•your  friendship  to  his  fine  person  ?  I  think  that 
his  mental  qualities  are  more  deserving  of  such  a 
.gift." 

"  Don't  look  so  severe,  dear  Mary  !"  cried  Miss 
Dundas,  observing  that  she  cast  down  her  eyes, 
with  a  contracting  brow  ;  "  are  you  displeased 
with  me  ?" 

"  Mary's  displeasure  was  at  the  austerity  of  her 
own  words,  and  not  at  her  auditor.  Raising  her 
eyes  with  a  smile,  both  in  them,  and  on  her  lips, 
she  said,  "  I  do  not  mean,  my  dear  girl,  to  be  se- 
vere ;  but  I  would  wish,  for  the  honour  of  my  sex, 
that  the  objects  which  attract  either  our  love  or 
our  compassion  should  have  something  more  pre- 
cious than  mere  exterior  beauty,  to  engage  our  in- 
terest." 

"  Well,  I  will  soon  be  satisfied  !"  cried  Euphe- 
mia,  in  a  gayer  tone,  as  they  drove  through  Gros- 
venor-gate  ;  "  we  all  know  that  Constantine  is 
sensible  and  accomplished  :  he  writes  poetry  like 
an  ant^el,  both  in  French  and  Italian  ;  I  have  hun- 
dreds of  mottos  composed  by  him  ;  one  of  them, 
Mary,  is  on  the  work-box  I  gave  you  yesterday  ; 
and,  what  is  more,  I  will  ask  him  to-morrow,  why 
that  old  gentleman  called  him  my  lord  ?  If  he  be 
a  lord  !"  exclaimed  she. 

"  What  then  ?"  inquired  the  eloquent  eyes  of 
Mary. 
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<*  Don't  look  so  impertinent,  my  dear,"  cried  the 
now  animated  beauty,  "  I  positively  won't  say 
another  word  to  you  to-day." 

Miss  Beaufort's  head -ache  became  so  painful, 
that  she  rejoiced  when  Euphemia  ceased,  and  the 
carriage  drew  up  to  lady  Dundas's  door. 

A  night  of  almost  unremitted  sleep  performed 
such  good  effects  on  the  frame  and  intellects  of 
general  Butzou,  that  the  ever-anxious  Thaddeus 
received  with  pleasure  the  opinion  of  doctor  Cav- 
endish, who  thought  that  his  patient  was  sufficient- 
ly better,  to  inspire  him  with  hopes  of  the  best 
consequences,  from  a  constant  repetition  of  air  and 
exercise.  Accordingly,  after  the  ride  and  walk 
had  been  repeated  the  following  day,  the  count 
left  his  friend  to  his  maps  and  little  Nanny,  and 
once  more  took  the  way  to  Harley-street. 

He  found  only  Miss  Dundas  and  her  sister  in 
the  study.  Mary  (against  her  will,  which  she  op- 
posed because  it  was  her  will,)  went  out  a  shopping 
with  Miss  Dorothy  Somerset  and  lady  Dundas. 

Miss  Dundas  left  the  room  the  moment  she 
finished  her  lessons. 

Euphemia,  delighted  at  being  tete-a-tete  with 
Thaddeus,  forgot  that  she  was  to  act  the  fascinating 
character  of  Madame  d'Arblay's  heroine  ;  and, 
shutting  her  book  the  instant  Diana  disappeared,  all 
at  once  opened  her  attack  on  his  confidence. 

To  the  eager  questions,  which  the  few  words  of 
the  general  had  excited,  the  count  afforded  no  other 
reply,  than  the  information,  that  his  poor  friend 
knew  not  what  he  said,  having  been  a  long  time 
in  a  state  of  mental  derangement. 

This  explanation  caused  a  momentary  mortifica- 
tion in  the  fanciful  Euphemia  ;  but,  as  it  was  a 
property  of  her  mind  to  erect  a  new   airy  castle, 
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immediately  on  the  sinking  of  the  old,  she  soon 
rallied,  and  embraced  the  supposition,  that  "  he 
might  be  a  duke,  which  was  more  than  a  lord  1** 
At  any  rate,  let  him  be  what  he  would,  he  charmed 
her,  and  had  much  ado  to  parry  the  increasing 
boldness  of  her  speeches,  without  letting  her  see 
that  they  were  understood. 

'^  You  are  very  diffident,  Constantine  ;"  cried  she, 
looking  down.  "If  I  consider  you  worthy  of  my 
friendship,  why  should  you  make  disqualifying 
assertions  ?" 

*'  Every  man,  madam,"  returned  Thaddeus,  bow- 
ing as  he  rose  from  his  chair,  "  must  be  diffident 
of  deserving  the  honour  of  your  notice." 

**  There  is  no  man  living,*'  replied  she,  blushing, 
*'  to  whom  I  would  offer  ray  friendship  but 
yourself." 

Thaddeus  bit  his  lip  ;  he  knew  not  what  to 
answer  ;  bowing  a  second  time,  he  stretched  out 
his  hand,  and  drew  his  hat  towards  him.  Eu- 
phemia's  eyes  followed  the  movement. 

"  You  are  in  a  prodigious  haste,  Mr.Constantine  I** 

"  I  know  I  intrude,  madam  ;  and  I  have  promis- 
ed to  be  with  my  sick  friend  at  an  early  hour." 

"  Well,  you  may  go,  since  you  are  obliged  5"  re- 
turned the  pretty  Euphemia,  rising  and  smiling 
sweetly  as  she  laid  one  hand  on  his  arm,  and  put  the 
other  into  her  tucker  :  she  drew  out  a  little  white 
leather  souvenir^  marked  on  the  back,  in  gold  let- 
ters, with  the  words  *  Toujour  cher^  and  slipping  it 
into  his  hand,  "  There,  receive  that,  Constantine  ; 
and  retain  it  as  the  first/  pledge  of  Euphemia 
Dundas's  friendship." 

Thaddeus  coloured  as  he  took  it  ;    and   again 
having  recourse  to  the  convenient  reply  of  a  bow, 
left  the  room,  quite  discomposed  with  vexation. 
Vol.  IL  f 
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There  was  an  indelicacy  in  this  absolutely  wooing 
conduct  of  Miss  Euphemia,  which,  notwithstanding 
her  beauty,  and  the  softness  that  was  its  vehicle, 
struck  him  with  the  deepest  disgust.  He  could 
not  trace  real  affection  either  in  her  words  or  man- 
ner ;  and  that  any  woman,  instigated  by  a  mere 
whim,  should  lay  aside  the  decent  reserves  of  her 
sex,  and  actually  court  his  regard,  surprised,  whilst 
it  impelled  him  to  loathe  her. 

They  who  adopt  Euphemia's  sentiments  are 
little  aware  of  the  conclusion  which  society  infer 
fi'om  such  intemperate  behaviour.  That  mistaken 
creature,  who,  either  at  the  impulse  of  her  own  dis- 
position, or  the  mandates  of  example,  is  induced  to 
despise  the  guard  of  modesty,  literally  'forsakes  the 
guide  of  her  youth,*  and  leaves  herself  open  to  every 
attack  which  man  can  devise  against  her.  By 
levelling  the  barrier  raised  by  nature,  she  herself 
exposes  the  strong  hold  of  virtue  ;  and  may  find, 
too  late  for  recovery,  that  what  modesty  has 
abandoned,  is  not  long  held  by  honour. 

Euphemia's  affected  attachment  suggested  to  the 
count  a  few  unpleasant  recollections  respecting 
the  fervent  and  unequivocal  passion  of  lady  Sara. 
Though  guilty,  it  sprung  from  a  head-long  ardour 
of  disposition,  which  formed  at  once  the  error  and 
its  palliation.  He  saw  that  love  was  not  welcomed 
by  her,  (at  least  he  thought  so,)  as  a  play-thing, 
but  struggled  against,  as  with  a  foe  ;  he  had  wit- 
nessed her  tortures,  he  pitied  them  ;  and,  to  ren- 
der her  happy,  would  gladly  have  made  any  sacri- 
fice short  of  his  conscience.  Too  well  assured  of 
being  all  the  world  to  lady  Sara,  the  belief  that 
Miss  Euphemia  liked  him  only  from  idleness,  ca- 
price, and  contradiction,  caused  him  to  repay  her 
overtures  with  decided  contempt. 
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When  he  arrived  at  home,  he  threw  the  pocket- 
book,  whose  unambiguous  motto  made  him  laugh 
at  her  and  himself,  into  a  drawer  ;  and  looking 
round  his  humble  room,  whose  wicker  chairs,  oil- 
clothed  floor,  and  uncurtained  windows,  announced 
any  thing  but  splendour  :  "  Poor  Euphemia  1" 
thought  he,  ''  how  would  you  be  dismayed,  were 
the  indigent  Constantine  really  to  take  you  at  your 
word,  and  bring  you  home  to  such  a  cheerless 
habitation  I" 

The  repetition  of  the  late  scene,  which  was  com- 
municated to  Miss  Beaufort  from  Euphemia  failed 
in  producing  a  similar  effect  on  her. 

Mary  could  discover  no  reason  why  the  old  gen- 
tleman*s  mental  derangement  should  dignify  his 
friend  with  titles  he  had  never  borne.  She  remark- 
ed that  his  answer  to  Euphemia  was  evasive  ;  she 
remembered  his  emotion  and  apology  on  seeing 
Mr.  C.  Kemble  in  Adclbert  ;  and  uniting  with 
these  facts,  his  manners  and  acquirements,  so  far 
beyond  the  charges  of  vulgar  education,  she  could 
retain  no  doubt  of  his  being  at  least  well-born. 

This  mysterious  Constantine  occupied  her  hour- 
ly thoughts  during  the  space  of  two  months  ;  in 
which  time,  she  had  full  opportunity  to  learn  much 
of  a  character,  with  whom  she  associated  almost  ev- 
ery day.  At  lady  Tinemouth's,  (one  of  whose  ev- 
ening guests  she  frequently  became,)  she  beheld 
him  disencumbered  of  that  armour  of  reserve, 
which  was  his  best  repellent,  in  the  rude  attacks, 
which  always  met  him  in  Harley-street. 

At  the  house  of  the  countess,  Mary  saw  him  wel- 
comed like  an  idolized  being,  befoic  whose  cheer- 
ing influence  all  frowns  and  clouds  must  disappear^. 
When  he  entered,  the  smile  resumed  its  seat  on 
the  languid   features   of  lady  Tinemouth  ;    Miss 
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Egerton's  eye  lighted  up  to  keener  archness  ^  lardy 
Sara's  voluptuous  orbs  floated  in  pleasure  ;  and  for 
Mary  herself,  her  breast  heaved,  her  cheeks  glow- 
ed, her  bands  trembled,  a  quick  sigh  escaped  her 
bosom  ;  and  whilst  she  remained  in  his  presence^ 
Bhe  believed  that  happiness  had  lost  its  usual 
evanescent  property,  and  had  become  tangible,  to 
hold  and  press  upon  the  heart. 

Mary,  who  investigated  the  cause  of  these  tre- 
mours  on  her  pillow,  bedewed  it  with  delicious 
though  bitter  tears,  when  her  alarmed  soul  whis- 
pered, that  she  nourished  for  this  amiable  foreigner, 
*  a  sojncthing  than  friendship,  dearer* 

"  Ah  I  is  it  to  come  to  this  ?**  cried  she,  pressing 
down  her  saturated  eye-lids  with  her  hand,  "  am  I 
at  last  to  love  a  man,  who  never  perhaps  casts  a 
Uiought  on  me  ?  How  despicable  shall  I  become 
in  my  own  eyes  !*' 

The  pride  of  woman  puts  this  charge  to  her  tak- 
en heart :  that  heart,  which  seems  tempered  of  the 
purest  clay,  and  warmed  with  the  fire  of  Heaven  ; 
that  tender  and  disinterested  heart  makes,  as  its  ap- 
peal— What  is  love  ?  Is  it  not  an  admiration  of  all 
that  is  beautiful  in  nature  and  morality  ?  Is  it  not 
an  union  of  loveliness  with  truth  ?  Is  it  not  a  pas- 
sion, whose  sole  object  is  the  rapture  of  contem- 
plating the  supreme  beauty  of  this  combined  char- 
acter ? 

''  Where,  then,"  cried  the  enthusiastic  Mary, 
M  iping  the  tears  from  her  cheek,  "  where  is  the 
.shame  that  can  be  annexed  to  my  loving  Constan- 
tifie  ?  If  it  be  honour:i*>!e  to  love  delineated  excel- 
lence, it  must  be  equally  so,  to  love  it  when  em- 
bCrJi«id  in  a  human  shape.  Such  it  is  in  Constan- 
linos  and  if  love  be  the  reflected  light  of  virtue,  I 
^may  cease  to  arraign  myself  of  what  I  otherwisQ 
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would  have  scorned.  Therefore,  Constantlne," 
cried  she,  raising  her  clasped  hands,  whilst  renew- 
ed tears  streamed  over  her  face,  "  I  will  love  thee  I 
I  will  pray  for  thy  happiness,  though  its  partner 
should  be  Euphernia  Dundas." 

Mary's  eager  imagination  would  not  allow  her  to 
perceive  those  obstacles,  in  the  shapes  of  pride  and 
prudence,  which  would  stand  in  the  way  of  his  ob- 
taining Euphemia's  hand  ;  its  light  shewed  to  her 
only  a  nval,  in  the  person  of  the  little  beauty  ; 
fix)m  whose  direct  confidence  she  afterwards  re- 
treated with  abhorrence. 

Had  Euphernia  been  more  deserving  of  Constan- 
tine.  Miss  Beaufort  beHeved  that  she  would  have 
been  less  reluctant  to  hear  that  she  also  loved  him. 
But  Mary  could,  not  avoid  seeing,  that  Miss  E. 
Dundas  possessed  little  to  ensure  comfort,  if  mere 
beauty  and  accidental  flights  of  good-humour  were 
not  admitted  into  the  scale.  She  Vv^as  weak  in  un- 
derstanding, timid  of  principle,  absurd  in  almost ' 
every  opinion  she  adopted  ;  and,  as  for  love,  true, 
dignified,  respectable  love,  she  knew  nothing  of  the 
passion. 

Whilst  Miss  Beaufort  meditated  on  this  meagre 
schedule  of  her  rival's  merits,  the  probability  that 
even  such  a  man  as  Gonstantine  might  sacrifice 
himself  to  flattery  and  splendour,  stung  her  to  the 
soul. 

The  more  she  reflected  on  it,  the  more  she  con- 
ceived it  likely.  Euphemia  was  considered  a 
'  beauty  of  the  day  ;  her  aff*ectation  of  refined  pret- 
tinesses  pleased  many,  and  might  charm  Gonstan- 
tine :  she  was  mistress  of  fifty  thousand  pounds  ; 
and  did  not  esteem  it  necessary  to  conceal  from  her 
favourite  the  empire  which  he  had  acquired.  Per-- 
r  2 
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haps  there  was  generosity  in  this  openness.  If  so? 
what  might  it  not  effect  on  a  grateful  disposition  ? 
Or  rather,  (her  mortified  heart  murmured  in  the 
words  of  her  aunt  Dorothy  ;)  how  might  it  not 
operate  on  the  mind  of  one  of  that  sex,  which,  at 
the  best,  is  as  ofien  moved  by  caprice  as  sentiment  I 

Mary  blushed  at  her  appHcation  of  this  opinion  ; 
and,  angry  vvith  herself  for  the  injustice,  which  a 
lurking  jealousy  induced  her  to  throw  on  Constan- 
tine's  noble  nature,  she  resolved,  whatever  might 
be  her  struggles,  to  promote  his  happiness  to  the 
utmost  of  her  power. 

The  next  morning,  when  Miss  Beaufort  opened 
the  study-door,  she  found  Mr.  Constantine  at  his 
station,  literally  baited  between  Miss  Dundas  and 
her  honourable  lover.  At  such  moments,  Mary 
appe?ired  the  kindest  of  the  kind.  She  loved  to  see 
Constantine  smile  ;  and,  v/henever  she  could  pro- 
duce that  effect,  by  turning  the  spleen  of  these  po- 
lite sneerers  against  themselves,  his  smiles,  which 
entered  her  heart,  afforded  her  a  banquet,  for  hours 
after  his  departure. 

Mary  drew  out  her  netting,  (which  was  a  purse 
for  lady  Tinemouth)  and,  taking  a  &eat  beside 
Thaddeus,  strove,  along  with  Euphemia,  to  occupy 
his  attention  entirely,  that  he  might  not  catch  even 
one  of  those  insolent  glances,  which  were  passing 
from  Lascelles  and  a  new  ally,  whom  he  had  obtain- 
ed in  the  pretty  lady  Villiers. 

This  lady  seemed  to  take  extreme  pleasure  in 
accosting  Thaddeus  by  the  appellation  of  "  friend, 
my  good  man,  Mr.  vviiat's  your  name  ?"  and  simi- 
lar squibs  of  insult,  with  which  the  prosperous  as- 
sail the  unfortuiKite.  buch  random  shots  often  in- 
flict the  most  galling  wounds. 
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However,  friend^  my  good  man,  and  Mr,  what* 9 
your  name,  disappointed  this  lady's  small  artillery 
of  effect.  He  seemed  invulnerable,  both  to  her  in- 
solence, and  to  her  affectation  ;  for,  to  be  thought 
charming,  by  even  Miss  Dundas's  contemned  tutor, 
was  not  to  be  despised  ;  though,  at  the  very  mo- 
ment in  which  she  desired  his  admiration,  she  sup- 
posed that  her  haughtiness  had  impressed  him 
with  a  proper  sense  of  his  own  meanness,  and  a 
high  conception  of  her  dignity. 

She  jumped  about  the  room  ;  assumed  infantine 
airs,  played  with  Euphemia's  lap-dog,  fondled  it, 
seated  herself  on  the  floor,  and  swept  tha  carpet 
with  her  fine  flaxen  tresses  ;  but  she  performed  the 
routine  of  captivation  in  vain.  Thaddeus  recollect- 
ed having  seen  this  pretty  full-grown  baby,  in  her 
peculiar  character,  of  a  profligate  wife,  pawning  her 
own  and  her  husband's  property  ;  he  remembered 
this,  and  the  united  shafts  of  her  charms  and  folly 
fell  unnoticed  to  the  ground. 

When  Thaddeus  took  his  leave,  Miss  Beaufort, 
as  was  her  custom,  retired  for  an  hour  to  read  in 
her  dressing  room,  before  she  directed  her  attention 
to  the  toilet.  She  opeited  a  book,  and  ran  over  a 
few  pages  of  De  Stael's  Treatise  on  the  passions  ; 
but  such  reasoning  was  too  abstracted  for  her  pres- 
ent frame  of  mind,  and  she  threw  the  volume  down. 

She  dipped  a  pen  in  the  ink-siund.  Bemg  a  letter 
in  debt  to  her  guardian,  she  thought  she  could  de- 
fray it  now.  She  accomplished  "  Dear  Sir,"  and 
stopped.  Whilst  she  rested  on  her  elbow,  and 
heedless  of  what  she  was  doing,  bit  the  feather  of 
her  quill  to  pieces,  no  otlier  idea  offered  itself  than 
the  figure  of  Thaddeus,  sitting  '  i^evere  in  ycuthfid 
beauty  /'    She  saw  him  surrounded  by  those   con- 
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tumelies,  which  the  unworthy  bestow  on  the  merit, 
they  can  neither  emulate  nor  overlook. 

Uneasy  with  herself,  she  pushed  the  table  away  ; 
and  leaning  her  cheek  on  her  arm,  gazed  into  the 
rainbow  varieties  of  a  beau -pot  of  flowers,  which 
occupied  the  fire-place.  Even  their  gay  colours 
appeared  to  fade  before  her  sight,  and  present  to 
her  vacant  eye  the  form  of  Thaddeus,  with  the 
melancholy  air  which  shaded  his  movements.  She 
turned  round,  but  could  not  disengage  herself  from 
the  spirit  that  was  within  her  ;  his  half-suppressed 
sighs  seemed,  yet  to  thrill  in  her  ear,  and  weigh 
upon  her  heart. 

"  Incomparable  young  man  !"  cried  she,  starting 
up,  "  why  art  thou  so  wretched  ?  O  I  lady  Tine- 
mouth,  why  have,  you  told  me  so  much  of  his  vir- 
tue ?  Why.  have  I  convinced  myself,  that  what  you 
said  is  true?  Oh  I  why  was  I  formed  to  love  an 
excellence  which  L  never  can  approach  ?" 

The  natural  reply  to  these  self  demanded 
questions  suggesting  itself,  she  assented  with  a 
tear  to  the  whisperings  of  her  heart,  that  when 
philosophy  would  banish  the  affections,  it  is  incapa- 
ble of  .filling  their  place. 

She  rung  the  bell  for- her  maid. 

"  Marshall,  who  dines  with  lady  Dundas  to-day  ?" 

"  I  believe,  ma'am,"  replied  the  girl,  "  Mr. 
Lascelles,  lady  Villiers,  and  the  marquis  of 
Elesmere." 

"  1  detest  them  all  three  !"  cried  Mary,  with  a 
petulance  to  which  she  was  little  liable  ;  "  dress 
me  how  you  like,  I  am  indifferent  to  my 
appearance." 

Marshall  obeyed  the  commands  of  her  lady,  who 
bent  her  eyes  on  a  little  volume  of  poems  written 
by  Egerton  Brydges,  until  her  maid,  having  fixed 
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the  last  pearl  comb  in  her  beautiful  hair,  exclaimed^ 
"  Dear  ma'am,  you  are  so  pale  to-day  !  shall  I  put 
on  the  least  bit  of  rouge  ?'* 

"  No,"  returned  Mary,  glancing  a  look  over  her 
languid  features,  '*  no,  Marshall,  I  appear  as  well  as 
I  desire.  Any  chance  of  passing  unnoticed  in 
company  I  despise,  is  worth  retaining.  No  one 
will  be  here  this  evening   whorn  I  care  to  please." 

She  was  mistaken  ;  other  company  had  been  in- 
vited besides  those  whom  the  maid  mentioned  ; 
and  Miss  Beaufort  continued  from  seven  o'clock 
until  ten,  the  period  at  which  the  ladies  left  the 
table,  annoyed  to  death  by  the  insipid  and  pert 
compliments  of  the  men. 

Sick  of  their  subjectless  and  dragging  conversa- 
tion, she  gladly  followed  lady  Dundas  to  the  draw- 
ing-room ;  where,  opening  her  netting-case,  she 
took  her  station  beneath  one  of  the  lustres  in  a  re- 
mote corner,  hoping  to  find  a  retreat  from  the 
ceaseless  nonsense  of  her  ladyship's  guests. 

After  half  an  hour  had  elapsed,,  the  gentlemen 
from  below,  recruited  by  fresh  company,  thronged 
in  fast  ;  and  notwithstanding  it  was  styled  a  fami- 
ly party,  Miss  Beaufort  saw  many  strange  faces, 
amongst  whom  she  observed  an  elderly  clergyman, 
who  was  looking  about  for  a  chair.  The  yawning 
Lascelles  threw  himself  along  the  only  vacant  sofa, 
just  as  the  gentleman  approached  it. 

Miss  Beaufort  immediately  resigned  her  place, 
and  was  moving  on  to  another  room,  when  the  cox- 
comb springing  up,  begged  permission  to  admire 
her  work  ;  and  taking  it  from  her,  pursued  her, 
twisting  the  purse  into  a  rope  round  his  finger^, 
declaring  how  pretjty  it  was,  whilst  he  thrust,  (in 
bis  own  opinion,)  his  prettier  hand  before  her  eyes. 
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Mary  walked  forward,  smiling  with  contempt, 
imtil  they  reached  the  painted  saKoon,  where  the 
Miss  Dundas's  were  closely  engaged  in  conversa- 
tion with  the  marquis  of  Elesmere. 

Lascelles,  who  trembled  for  his  Golconda,  at 
this  sight  stepped  briskly  up.  Miss  Beaufort,  who 
did  not  wish  to  lose  sight  of  her  purse  whilst  in 
the  power  of  such  a  Lothario^  followed  him,  and 
placed  herself  against  the  arm  of  the  sofa  on  which 
Euphemia  sat. 

Lascelles  now  bowed  his  scented  locks  to  Diana 
in  vain.  Lord  Elesmere  was  describing  the  last 
heat  at  Newmarket,,  and  the  attention  of  neither  lady 
could  be  withdrawn. 

The  beau  became  so  irritated  by  the  neglect  of 
Euphemia,  and  so  nettled  at  her  sister^^s  overlook- 
ing him,  that,  assuming  a  gay  air,  he  struck  Miss 
Dundas's  arm  a  smart  stroke  with  Miss  Beaufort's 
purse  ;  and  laughing,  to  shew  the  strong  opposi- 
tion between  his  broad  white  teeth,  and  the  mis- 
erable mouth  of  his  lordly  rival,  hoped  to  alarnv 
him  by  his  familiarity,  and  to  obtain  a  triumph 
over  the  ladies,  by  degrading  them  in  the  eyes  of 
the  peer. 

"  Miss  Dundas,'*  demanded  he,  "  who  the  devil 
was  that  your  sister  walked  with  the  other  day  in 
Portland  Place  ?*' 

"  Me  !'*  cried  Euphemia,  surprised. 

"  Aye,"  returned  he  ;  "I  was  crossing  from 
Weymouth-street,  when  I  perceived  you  accost  a 
strange  looking  man.  You  may  remember  you 
sauntered  with  him  as  far  as  Sir  William  Miller's. 
I  would  have  joined  you  ;  but  seeing  the  family 
standing  in  the  balcony,  I  did  not  choose  them  to 
suppose,  that  perhaps  /had  brought  you  into  siich 
low  company." 
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^<  Who  was  it,  Euphemia  ?"  inquired  Miss  Dun- 
das  in  a  severe  tone. 

"  I  wonder  he  affects  to  be  ignorant,"  answwed 
her  sister,  angrily,  "  be  knows  very  w^ll,  it  was 
only  Mr.  Constantine." 

"  And  who  is  Mr.  Constantine  ?"  demanded  the 
marquis.     Mr.  Lasc^iles  shrugged    his  shoulders. 

"  E'faitb,  my  lord  I  a  fellow  whom  nobody 
knows  ;  a  teacher  of  languages,  giving  himself  the 
airs  of  a  prince.  A  writer  of  poetry  ;  and  a  man 
who  will  draw  you,  your  house,  and  dogs,  if  you 
wiJl  pay  him  for  it." 

Mary's  heart  swelled. 

"  What,  a  French  emigrant  ?"  drawled  his  lord- 
ship, dropping  his  lip  ;  "  and  the  lovely  Euphemia 
wishes  to  sooth  his  sorrows." 

"  No,  my  lord,"  stammered  Euphemia,  "  he  is-^ 
he  is " 

^'  What !"  interrupted  Lascelles,  with  a  ma* 
licious  grin,  "  a  wandering  beggar  ;  who  thrusts 
himself  into  a  society,  which  may  some  day  repay 
his  insolence  with  chastisement  I  And  for  the 
people  who  encourage  him,  they  had  better  beware 
of  being  themselves  driven  from  all  good  company. 
Such  confounders  of  degrees  ought  to  be  degrad- 
ed from  the  rank,  which  they  disgrace.  I  under- 
stand, that  his  chief  protectress,  is  lady  Tine* 
mouth  ;  and,  by  way  of  an  auxiliary,  lady  Sara 
Roos  evinces,  that  she  is  not  quite  inconsolable  at 
the  absence  of  her  husband." 

Mary,  pale  and  trembling  at  the  scandal  which 
his  last  words  insinuated,  opened  her  lips  to  speak, 
when  Miss  Dundas  (whose  angry  eyes  darted  from 
her  sister  to  her  lover)  exclaimed,  "  Mr.  Lascelles, 
I  know  not  what  you  mean.  The  subject  you  have 
taken  up  is  below  my  discussion  ;  yet,  I  must  con- 
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fess,  if  Euphemia  ever  have  disgraced  herself  so 
far  as  to  be  seen  walking  with  a  school-master,  she 
deserves  all  you  have  said." 

"  And  why  might  I  not  walk  with  him,  sister  ?'* 
asked  the  poor  culprit,  suddenly  recovering  from 
her  confusion,  and  looking  pertly  up,  "  who  knew 
that  he  was  not  a  gentleman  ?" 

"  Every  body,  ma'am,"  interrupted  Lascelles  ; 
*'*  and  when  a  young  woman  of  fashion  condescends 
to  be  seen  equalizing  herself  with  a  creature  de- 
pending on  his  wits  for  support,  she  is  very  likely 
to  incur  the  contempt  of  her  acquaintance,  and  the 
censure  of  her  friends." 

"  She  is.  Sir,"  said  Mary,  holding  down  her  in- 
dignant heart,  and  forcing  her  countenance  to  ap- 
pear serene  ;  "  for  she  ought  to  know,  that  those 
men  of  fashion,  who  have  no  wits,  either  to  be  their 
support  or  ornament,  if  they  did  not  proscribe  tal- 
ents from  their  circle,  must  soon  find  '  the  greater 
glory  dim  the  less.' 

"  True,  madam,"  cried  lord  Berrington,  who, 
having  entered  during  the  contest,  stood  unobserv- 
ed until  this  moment ;  ''  and  that  gold  and  title 
will  prove  mere  dross  and  bubble  when  struck  by 
the  Ithuriel  touch  of  Genius." 

Mary  turned  round  at  the  sound  of  his  philan- 
thropic voice,  and  gave  him  one  of  those  glances 
v/hlch  go  immediately  to  the  soul. 

"  Come,  Miss  Beaufort,"  cried  he,  taking  her 
hand,  "  I  see  the  young  musician  yonder,  who  has 
so  recently  astonished  the  public.  I  believe  he  is 
going  to  sing.  Let  us  leave  this  discordant  cor- 
ner, and  seek  harmony  by  his  side." 

Mary  obeyed  the  impulse  of  his  arm,  and  seating 
herself  a  few  paces  off  tiie  musical  party,  Berring- 
ton took  his  station  behind  her  chair. 
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When  the  finest  and  most  melting  voice  in  the 
world  had  ceased  the  last  stanza  of  '  jFro7rt  shades 
vf  night^  Mary's  eyes,  full  of  admiration,  and 
transport,  which  rapid  association  rendered  more 
intense,  remained  fixed  on  the  singer.  Lord  Ber- 
rington  smiled  at  the  vivid  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance ;  and,  as  the  inimitable  Braham  moved 
from  the  instrument,  exclaimed,  "  Come,  come, 
Miss  Beaufort,  I  won't  allow  that  Orphean  boy  to 
run  away  with  all  your  attention  ;  listen  to  my 
merits.  Do  you  know,  if  it  were  not  for  my  timely 
lectures,  little  Lascelles  would  grow  the  most  in- 
sufferable gossip  about  town  ?  There  is  not  a 
match,  nor  a  divorce,  near  St.  James's,  of  which  he 
cannot  repeat  all  the  whys  and  wherefores.  I  call 
him  Sir  Benjamin  Backbite  j  and  I  believe  he  hates 
me  worse  than  the  devil." 

*' Such  a  man's  dislike,"  rejoined  Mary,  "is 
the  highest  encomium  he  can  bestow.  I  never  yet 
heard  him  speak  well  of  a  person  who  did  not  re- 
semble himself." 

"  And  he  is  not  consistent  even  there,"  resum- 
ed the  viscount  ;  "  I  am  not  sure  that  I  have  al- 
ways heard  him  speak  in  the  gentlest  terms  of 
Miss  Dundas.  Yet,  on  this  topic,  I  cannot  quite 
blame  him  ;  for,  on  my  honour,  she  provokes  me 
beyond  any  woman  I  know." 

"  Many  women,"  replied  Mary,  smiling,  "  would 
esteem  that  a  flattering  instance  of  power." 

"  And,  like  every  thing  that  flatters,"  returned 
he,  "  it  would  tell  a  falsehood.  A  shrew  can  pro- 
voke the  man  who  detests  her.  And  for  Miss 
Dundas,"  continued  he,  "  notwithstanding  her 
parade  of  learning,  her  judgment  has  not  been 
taught  to  decide  rightly  ;  consequently  she  gener- 
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ally  espouses  the  wrong  side  of  the  argument ;  and 
I  may  say,  with  somebody  whose  name  I  have  for* 
gotten,  that  any  one  who  knows  Diana  Dundas 
never  need  be  at  a  loss  for  a  woman  to  call  imp,er^ 
tinent,'* 

"  You  are  not  usually  so  severe,  my  lord  !" 

"  I  am  not  usually  so  sincere,  Miss  Beaufort," 
answered  he,  "  but  I  see  that  you  think  for  your- 
self;  therefore  I  make  no  hesitation  in  speaking 
what  /  think— .to  you." 

His  auditor  bowed  her  head.  Lady  Dundas  at 
that  moment  beckoned  him  across  the  room.  Her 
ladyship  compelled  him  to  sit  down  to  whist.  He 
cast  a  rueful  glance  at  Mary,  and  took  a  seat  oppo- 
site to  his  costly  partner. 

"  Lord  Berrington  is  a  very  worthy  young  man," 
observed  the  clergyman,  to  whom  Miss  Beaufort, 
at  the  beginning  of  the  evening,  had  resigned  her 
chair  ;  "  I  presume,  madam,  that  you  have  been 
honouring  him  with  your  conversation." 

"  Yes,"  returned  Mary,  noticing  the  benign 
countenance  of  the  venerable  speaker  ;  "  I  have 
not  had  the  pleasure  of  long  knowing  his  lordship  ; 
but  what  I  have  seen  of  his  character  is  highly  to 
his  advantage." 

"  I  was  intimate  in  his  father's  house  for  years," 
rejoined  the  gentleman  ;  "  I  knew  this  young  no- 
bleman from  a  boy.  If  he  have  faults,  he  owes 
them  to  his  mother,  who  doated  on  him,  and  rath- 
er directed  his  care  to  the  adornment  of  a  really 
handsome  person,  than  to  the  cultivation  of  talents, 
which  he  has  since  learned  to  appreciate." 

"  I  believe  lord  Berrington  to  be  very  sensible, 
and,  above  all,  very  humane,"  returned  Miss  Beau- 
fort. 
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^*  He  is  so,"    replied  the  old   gentleman  ;  "  yet 
it  was  not  till  he  had  attained  the  age  of  twenty- 
two,   that  he  appeared   to  know,  that   he    had  any 
thing  to  do  in  the  world,   besides   dressing  and  at- 
tending on  the  fair.     His  taste  produced  the  first, 
whilst  the  urbanity  of  his  disposition    gave  birth  to 
the  latter.     When   Berrington  arrived  at  his  title, 
he   was   about   five-and-twenty.      Sorrow   for  the 
death  of  his  amiable  parents,  who  died  in  the  same 
month,   afforded    him   leisure    to  find  his  reason. 
He  discovered  that  he  had  been  acting  a  part  beneath 
him  ;    and   he  soon   implanted  on   the  old   stock 
those  excellent   acquirements  of  the   mind  which 
you  see  he  possesses.     In  spite  of  this   regenera- 
tion,"    continued   he,    casting  a  good-hnmoured 
glance  on  the  dove^coloured  silk  stockings,  breech- 
es, and  waistcoat  of  the  viscount  ;    "  you  perceive 
that  first  impressions    will    remain.      He   loves 
dress,  but  he  loves  justice  and  philanthropy  better." 
♦*This  eulogy.  Sir,"  said  Mary,  "  affords  me  real 
pleasure.     May  I  know  the  name  of  the  gentle- 
man with  whom  I  have  the  honour  to  converse  ?" 
"  My  name  is  Blackmorg,"  returned  he, 
«  Dr.  Blackmore  ?" 
"  The  same." 

He  was  the  same  Dr.  Blackmore,  who  had  been 
struck  by  the  appearance  of  the  count  Sobieski  at 
the  Hummums  ;  and  who,  being  a  rare  visitor  at 
Jady  Dundas'sj  had  never,  by  any  chance,  met  a 
second  time  with  the  object  of  his  compassion. 

"  I  am  happy,"  resumed  Miss  Beaufort,  *'  in  hav^ 
ing  the  good  fortune  to  meet  a  gentleman,  of  whom 
I  have  so  frequently  heard  my  giiardian  expres.^ 
sentiments  of  esteem." 
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^'  Ah  !"  replied  he,  "  I  have  not  seea  him  since 
the  death  of  his  lady  ;  I  hope  that  he  and  his  soa 
are  well  ?" 

"  Perfectly,"  returned  she. 

"  You,  Madam,  I  suppose,  are  my  lady's  niece, 
Miss  Beaufort  ?" 

*<  I  am.  Sir." 

"  Well,  I  rejoice  at  this  incident,**  rejoined  he, 
pressing  her  hand  ;  "  I  knew  your  mother  when 
she  was  a  lovely  girl.  She  used  to  spend  her  sum- 
mers with  the  late  lady  Somerset,  then  Miss  Beau- 
fort, at  the  castle.  It  was  there  that  I  had  the 
honour  of  cultivating  her  friendship.** 

"  I  do  not  remember  ever  having  seen  my  moth- 
er," replied  the  now  thoughtful  Mary.  Dr.  Black- 
more,  observing  the  expression  of  her  countenance, 
smiled  kindly,  and  said,  "  I  fear  I  am  to  blame 
here.  This  is  a  sad  way  of  beginning  an  acquaint- 
ance to  which  I  introduced  myself.  But  your 
goodness  must  pardon  me,"  continued  he,  "  for  I 
have  so  long  accustomed  myself  to  speak  what  I 
think  to  thpse  whom  I  love,  that  sometimes,  as  in 
this  case,  I  undesignedly  inflict  pain." 

"  Not  in  this  case,"  returned  Miss  Beaufort  ; 
•'  I  am  always  pleased  when  listening  to  a  friend 
uf  my  mother  ;  and  particularly  so,  when  he  speaks 
in  her  praise." 

The  breaking  up  of  the  card  tables  prevented 
uny  further  conversation  ;  and  Lord  Berrington 
a^ain  approaching  the  sofa  where  she  sat,  exclaim- 
ed, as  he  perceived  her  companion,  "  Ah  !  my 
eood  doctor  ;  what,  you  have  presented  yourself 
at  this  fair  shrine  ?  I  declare,  you  eccentric  folk, 
may  dare  any  thing.  Whilst  you  are  free.  Miss 
Beaufort,"  added  he,  turning  to  her,  "  adopt  this 
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bit  of  advice,  which  a  good  lady  once  gave  me,  and 
which  I  have  implicitly  followed,  '  When  you  are 
young  get  the  character  of  an  oddity,  and  it  seats 
you  in  an  easy  chair  for  life/' 

Mary  was  interrupted  in  her  reply  by  a  general 
stir  amongst  the  company  ;  who,  now  that  cards 
were  over,  like  bees  and  wasps,  were  swarming 
about  the  room,  gathering  and  stinging  as  they 
went. 

At  two  the  house  was  cleared  ;  and  Miss  Beau* 
fort,  exhausted,  threw  herself  on  her  pillow?  to 
think)  and  dream  of  Thaddeus, 
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CHAP.  V. 

If  it  be  true  what  the  vivid  imagination  of  poets 
iiave  often  asserted,  that,  when  the  soul  dreams,  it 
is  in  the  actual  presence  of  those  beings  whose  im- 
ages present  themselves  to  their  slumbers,  then 
have  the  spirits  of  Thaddeus  and  Mary  been  com- 
mingled at  the  hour  of  midnight ;  then  has  the 
young  Sobieski  again  visited  his  distant  country  ; 
again  seen  it  victorious  ;  again  knelt  before  his 
sainted  parents. 

From  such  visions  as  these  did  Thaddeus  awake 
in  the  morning,  after  having  spent  the  preceding 
evening  with  lady  Tinemouth. 

He  had  walked  with  her  ladyship  in  Hyde-Park 
till  a  late  hour.  By  the  mild  light  of  the  moon, 
which  shone  brightly  through  the  still,  balmy  air 
of  a  mid-summer  night,  they  took  their  way  twice 
along  the   shadowy  bank  of  the  Serpentine. 

There  is  a  solemn  appeal  to  the  soul  in  the  re- 
pose of  nature,  that  "  makes  itself  be  felt."  No 
syllable  from  either  Thaddeus  or  the  countess 
broke  the  universal  silence.  Thaddeus  looked 
around,  on  the  clear  expanse  of  the  water  over- 
shaded  by  the  long  reflexion  of  the  deepening 
woods :  then  raising  his  eyes  to  that  beautiful 
planet,  which  has  excited  the  tenderest  thoughts 
in  every  sympathetic  breast,  since  the  beginning  of 
the  world  ;  he  drew  a  deep  sigh.  The  countess 
echoed  it. 

"  In  such  a  night  as  this,"  said  Thaddeus,  in  a 
low  voice,  y.s  it'  afraid  to  disturb  the  sleeping  deity 
of  the  place  J  "  I  used  to  walk  the  ramparts  of  Villa- 
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now,  with  my  dear  departed  mother,  and  gaze  on 
that  lovely  orb  :  when  I  was  far  distant  from  her,  I 
have  looked  at  it  from  the  door  of  my  tent,  and, 
fancying  that  her  eyes  were  then  fixed  on  the  same 
object  with  my  own,  I  found  happiness  in  the  idea." 

A  tear  stole  down  the  cheek  of  Thaddeus.  That 
moon  yet  shone  brightly  ;  but  his  mother's  eyes 
were  closed  in  the  grave. 

"  Villanow  1*'  repeated  the  countess  in  a  tone  of 
surprise,  "  surely,  that  was  the  seat  of  the  celebrated 
palatine  of  Masovia  I  You  have  discovered  your- 
self, Constantine  !  T  am  much  mistaken,  if  you  be 
not  his  grandson,  the  far-famed  Thaddeus 
Sobieski  ?" 

Thaddeus  had  allowed  the  remembrances  press- 
ing on  his  mind  to  draw  him  into  a  speech,  which 
he  found  had  disclosed  to  the  quick  apprehension 
of  the  countess,  what  his  pride  would  forever  have 
concealed. 

"  I  have  indeed  betrayed  my  secret  ;"  cried  he, 
incapable  of  denying  it ;  "  but,  dear  lady  Tine- 
mouth,  as  you  value  my  feelings,  never  let  it  escape 
your  lips.  Having  long  considered  you  as  my  best 
friend,  loved  you  as  a  parent,  I  forgot  in  the  recol- 
lection of  my  beloved  mother,  now  no  more,  that  I 
had  withheld  any  of  my  history  from  you." 

"  Gracious  Providence  !"  exclaimed  her  lady- 
ship, after  a  moment's  pause,  in  which  ten  thousand 
admiring  and  pitying  reflections  thronged  on  her 
mind,  "  Is  it  possible  ?  Can  it  be  the  count  Sobies- 
ki, that  brave  and  illustrious  youth,  of  whom  every 
foreigner  spoke  with  wonder  ?  Can  it  be  him,  that 
I  behold  in  the  poor  unfriended  Constantine  ?" 

"Even  so,"  returned  Thaddeus,  pressing  her 
hand  ;  "  my  country  is  no  more.  I  am  now  for- 
gotten by  the  world,  as  I  have  been  by  fortime.     I 
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have  nothing  to  do  on  the  earth)  but  to  fulfil  the 
few  duties  which  friendship  has  enjoined ;  and^ 
then,  it  will  be  indifferent  to  me  how  soon  I  am 
laid  in  its  bosom." 

"  You  are  too  young,  dear  Constantine,  (for  I  am 
yet  to  call  you  by  that  name,)  to  despair  of  happi- 
ness being  reserved  for  you." 

"  No,  my  dear  lady  Tinemouth,  I  do  not  cheat 
myself  with  such  hope  ;  I  am  not  so  importunate 
with  the  gracious  Being  who  gave  me  life  and 
reason.  He  bestowed  upon  me  for  a  while,  the 
tenderest  connexions  ;  friends,  rank,  honours,  glo- 
ry, all  these  were  crushed  in  the  fall  of  Poland  ; 
yet  I  survive.  I  seek  resignation  only,  and  1  have 
found  it :  it  cost  me  many  a  struggle ;  but  the  con- 
test was  due  to  the  decrees  of  that  all-wise  Creator,^ 
who  gave  my  first  years  to  happiness," 

"  Inestimable  young  man  ;"  cried  the  countess, 
wiping  the  flowing  tears  from  her  eyes,  "  you  teach 
misfortune  dignity  !  Not  when  all  Warsaw  rose  in 
a  body  to  thank  you,  as  one  of  its  bravest  deliver- 
ers ;  not  when  the  king  received  you  in  the  senate 
with  open  arms  ;  could  you  have  appeared  to  me 
so  worthy  of  admiration,  as  at  this^  moment,  whens 
conscious  of  having  been  all  this,  you  submit  to  the 
direct  reverse  of  fate,  because  you  believe  it  to  be 
the  will  of  your  Maker  !  Ah  1  little  does  Miss 
Beaufort  think,  when  seated  by  your  side,  that  she 
is  conversing  with  the  very  hero  whom  she  has  so 
often  wished  to  see  !" 

"Miss  Beaufort !"  echoed  Thaddeus,  his  heart 
glowing  with  delight.  "  Did  she  ever  hear  of  me 
by  the  name  of  Sobieski !" 

"  Who  has  not  ?"  returned  the  countess,  "  ev- 
ery heart  that  could  be  interested  by  suffering  vir- 
tue, has  heard,  and  must  well  remember  the  calam* 
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ities  of  your  country.  Whilst  the  newspapers  of 
the  day  infornaed  us  of  the  struggles  which  Poland 
made  for  liberty,  they  noticed  amongst  the  first 
of  her  champions,  the  palatine  of  Masovia,  Kosci- 
uszko,  and  yourself.  Many  an  evening  have  I 
spent  with  lady  Somerset  and  Mary  Beaufort,  la- 
menting the  fate  of  that  devoted  kingdom." 

During  this  declaration,  a  variety  of  transporting 
emotions  agitated  the  mind  of  Thaddeus  ;  until  re- 
collecting, with  a  bitter  pang,  the  shameless  ingrat- 
itude of  Pembroke,  and  the  cruel  possibility  of  be- 
ing recognized  by  the  earl  of  Tinemouth  as  his 
son  ;  he  exclaimed,  "  My  dearest  madam,  I  entreat, 
that  what  I  have  revealed  to.  you  may  never  be  di- 
vulged !  Miss  Beaufort's  friendship  would  indeed 
be  happiness  ;  but  I  cannot  purchase  even  so  great 
a  bliss,  at  the  expense  of  principles,  which  are  knit 
with  my  life," 

"  How  ?'*  cried  the  countess,  "  is  not  your  name> 
and  all  its  attendant  ideas,  an  honour  which  the 
proudest  man  might  boast  ?" 

Thaddeus  pressed  her  ladyship's  hand  grateful- 
ly to  his  heart. 

"  You  are  kind  !  very  kind  !  Yet  I  cannot  re- 
tract. Confide,  dear  lady  Tinemouth,  in  the  jus- 
tice of  my  resolution.  I  could  not  bear  cold 
pity  ;  I  could  not  bear  the  heartless  com- 
ments of  people,  who,  pretending  to  compas- 
sion, would  load  me  with  a  heavier  sense  of  my 
calamities.  Besides,  there  are  persons  in  England, 
who  are  so  much  the  objects  of  my  aversion,  that  I 
would  rather  die,  than  let  them  knov/  that  I  exist. 
Therefore,  on  these  grounds,  let  me  implore  you 
to  preserve  my  secret." 

Lady  Tinemouth  saw  by  the  earnestness  of  his 
manner,  that  she  ought  to  comply  :    apd,  without 
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further  hesitation,  promised  all  the  silence  on  the 
subject  which  he  could  require. 

This  long  moonlight  conversation,  by  awakening 
those  dormant  remembrances,  which  were  cherish- 
ed, though  hidden  in  his  bosom,  gave  birth  to  an 
effort  of  imagination,  that  painted  within  the  rapid 
series  of  his  tumultuous  dreams,  the  images  of  ev- 
ery being  whom  he  had  ever  loved,  or  now  con- 
tinued to  regard  with  interest. 

Proceeding  next  morning  towards  Harley-streety 
he  mused  on  what  had  happened  ;  and  pleased  that 
he  had,  though  unpremeditatedly,  paid  the  just 
compliment  of  his  entire  confidence,  to  the  uncom- 
mon friendship  of  the  countess  ;  he  arrived  at  lady 
Dundas's  door,  before  he  was  sensible  of  the 
ground  he  had  passed  over  ;  and  in  a  few  minutes 
afterwards  was  ushered  into  his  accustomed  pur* 
gatory. 

WJien  the  servant  opened  the  study  door,  Miss 
Euphemia  was  again  alone.  Thaddeus  recoiled^ 
but  he  could  not  retreat. 

"  Come  in,  Mr.  Constantine,'*  cried  the  little 
beauty,  in  a  languid  tone  ;  "  my  sister  is  gone  to 
the  riding  school  with  Mr.  Lascelles.  Miss  Beau- 
fort wanted  me  to  drive  out  with  her  and  my  moth-* 
er  ;  but  I  preferred  waiting  for  you-" 

The  count  bowed  ;  and,  almost  retreating  with 
fear,  of  what  might  next  be  said,  he  gladly  helfrd  a 
thundering  knock  at  the  door,  and,  a  moment  after, 
the  voice  of  Miss  Dundas  ascending  the  stairs. 

He  had  just  opened  his  books,  when  she  entered 
followed  by  her  lover.  Panting  under  a  heavy  rid-* 
ing-habit,  she  flung  hersetlf  on  ^  sofa,  and  began 
to  vilify  "  the  odious  heat  of  Fozard's  odious 
place  j"    and  telling  Euphemia  that  she  would 
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p-Iay  truant  to-day,  ordered  her  to  attend  to  her 
lessons. 

Owing  to  the  warmth  of  the  weather,  Thaddeus 
came  out  this  morning  without  boots  ;  and  it  being 
the  first  time  that  the  exquisite  proportion  of  his 
limb  had  been  seen  by  any  of  the  present  company, 
excepting  Euphemia,  Lascelles,  bursting  with  a  dis* 
dain  of  such  insignificant  distinctions,  (which  he 
would  not  call  envy)  measured  the  count's  fine  leg 
with  his  insolent  eyes  ;  then,  declaring  that  he  was 
quite  in  a  furnace,  took  the  corner  of  his  glove, 
and  waving  it  to  and  fro,  half  muttered,  '  Cowf, 
gentle  air  J 

"  The  fairer  Lascelles  cries  /"  exclaimed  Euphe^ 
mia,  looking  off  her  exercise. 

"  What  1  does  your  master  teach  you  wit  ?'* 
drawled  the  coxcomb,  with  a  particular  emphasis'. 

Thaddeus,  affecting  not  to  hear,  continued  to 
direct  his  pupiL 

The  indefatigable  Lascelles  having  observed  the 
complacence  with  which  the  count  always  regard* 
ed  Miss  Beaufort,  determined  the  goad  should 
fret  ;  and  drawing  out  of  his  pocket,  the  netting, 
which  he  had  taken  the  night  before  from  Mary, 
exclaimed,  "  'Fore  Heaven,  here  is  my  little  Beau* 
fort's  purse!" 

Thaddeus  started,  and  unconsciously  looking  up, 
beheld  the  well-known  work  of  Mary,  dangling  in 
the  hand  of  Lascelles.  He  suffered  pangs  unknown 
to  him  ;  his  eyes  became  dim,  and  hardly  knowing 
what  he  saw  or  said,  he  pursued  the  lesson  with 
increased  rapidity. 

The  malicious  puppy,  finding  his  malice  take  ef- 
fect, with  a  careless  air  threw  his  clumsy  limbs  on 
the  vacant  part  of  the  sofa,  which  Miss  Dundas  had 
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quitted  to  seal  herself  nearer  the  window,  and  bri- 
ed,  in  a  voice  of  sudden  recollection- 

"  By  the  bye,  that  Miss  Mary  Beaufort,  when 
she  chooses  to  be  sincere,  is  a  staunch  little 
aristocrat.*' 

"  You  tnay  as  well  tell  me,"  replied  Miss  Dun- 
das,  with  a  contemptuous  curl  of  her  lip,  "  that  she 
is  the  empress  of  Russia." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  cried  he,  raising  his  voice 
at  his  judgment  being  doubted  ;  "  I  will  prove  it 
to  you.  When  she  gave  me  this  gew-gaw,"  add- 
ed he,  rumpling  the  purse  in  his  hand,  "  she  told 
me  an  everlasting  story  about  some  friend  of  hers, 
whose  music- master,  having  mistaken  some  conde- 
scensions on  her  part,  had  dared  to  snatch  a  kiss 
from  her  snowy  fingers,  as  they  were  flying  over 
the  strings  of  her  harp.  You  cannot  imagine  how 
Beaufort's  pretty  eyes  blazed  as  she  related  this 
tale  ;  I  verily  believe,  had  it  been  herself,  she 
would  have  given  poor  Tweedledum  a  flourish 
across  the  cheek." 

Miss  Dundas  laughed. 

"  These  energetic  young  ladies  possess  not  the 
gentlest  passions  in  the  world ;  and  after  Miss 
Beaufort's  outrageous  sally,  last  night,  upon  you,  I 
should  not  wonder  at  any  indecorum  she  might 
commit." 

"  Outrageous  to  me  !"  echoed  the  fop,  dipping 
the  end  of  the  netting  into  Diaria's  lavender-bottle, 
and  dabbing  his  temples,  "  she  was  always  too 
civil  by  half.     I  hate  forward  girls." 

Thaddeus  shut  the  large  dictionary,  which  lay 
before  him,  with  a  violence,  that  made  the  puppy 
start  ;  and  rising  hastily  from  his  chair,  with  a 
face  as  red  as  crimson,  was  taking  up  his  hat^  when 
the  door  opened,  and  Mary  appeared. 
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A  white  chip  hat  was  resting  lightly  on  the  glit- 
tering tresses  which  waved  over  her  forehead  ; 
Whilst  her  lace-shade  gently  discomposed  by  the 
^ir,  half  veiled,  and  half  revealed,  her  graceful  fig- 
ure. She  entered  with  a  smile,  and  walking  up  to 
the  side  of  the  table  where  Thaddeus  was  standing, 
inquired  after  his  friend's  health.  He  answered 
her  in  a  voice  unusually  agitated.  All  that  he  had 
been  told  by  the  coimtess  of  her  favourable  opinion 
of  him,  and  the  slander  he  had  just  heard  from  Di- 
ana's lover,  were  at  once  present  to  his  mind. 

He   was   yet   speaking,    when    Miss   Beaufort, 
casually  looking  towards  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
saw  her  purse  still  acting  the  part  of  a  handkerchief 
in  the  hand  of  Mr.  Lascelles. 

"  Look,  Mr.  Constantine,"  said  she,  gaily  tapping 
his  arm  with  her  parasol,  "  how  the  most  precious 
things  may  be  degraded  !  There  is  the  netting  you 
have  so  often  admired,  and  which  I  intended  for 
la^y  Tinemouth's  pocket,  debased  to  do  the  office  of 
Mr.  Lascelles's  napkin." 

"  You  gave  it  to  him,  Miss  Beaufort,"  cried  Miss 
Dundas  ;  "  and,  after  that,  surely  he  may  use  it  as 
he  values  it  1" 

"  If  I  could  have  given  it  to  Mr.  Lascelles, 
madam,  I  should  hardly  have  taken  notice  of  its 
Tate." 

Miss  Dundas,  believing  what  her  lover  had  ad- 
vanced, was  displeased  at  Mary  for  having,  by  pre- 
sents, interfered  with  any  of  her  danglers,  and 
rather  angrily  replied  ;  "  Mr.  Lascelles  said  you 
gave  it  to  him  ;  and  certainly  you  would  not  in*- 
sinuate  a  word  against  his  veracity." 
Vol.  IL  n 
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^'  No,  not  insinuate"  returned  Miss  Beauforty 
''  but  affirm^  that  he  has  forgotten  his  veracity,  at 
least,  in  this  statement.'* 

Lascelles  yawned — "  Lord  bless  me,  ladies,  how 
yr^u  quarrel  1  You  will  disturb  Monsieur.'* 

"Mr.  Constantino,"  returned  Mary,  blushing  with 
indignation,  "  cannot  be  disturbed  by  nonsense." 

Thaddeus  again  took  his  hat ;  bowing  to  his  love- 
ly champion,  with  an  expression  of  countenance, 
which  he  little  suspected  had  passed  from  his  heart 
to  his  eyes,  he  was  preparing  to  take  his  leave, 
when  Euphemia  requested  him  to  inform  her 
whether  she  had  folded  down  the  right  pages  for 
the  next  exercise.  He  drew  near,  and  was  leaning 
over  her  chair  to  look  at  the  book,  when  she 
whispered,  "  Don't  be  hurt  at  what  Lascelles  says  ; 
he  is  always  jealous  of  any  body  who  is  handsomer 
than  himself." 

Thaddeus  bowed  to  her  with  a  face  of  scarlet  5 
for,  on  meeting  the  eyes  of  Mary,  he  saw  that  she 
had  heard  this  intended  comforter  as  well  as  him- 
self; and,  uttering  a  few  incoherent  sentences  to 
both  ladies,  he  hurried  out  of  the  room. 
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CHAP.  VI. 

The  count  Sobieski  was  prevented  from  paying 
his  customary  visit  next  morning,  in  Harley-street, 
by  the  sudden  illness  of  the  general,  who  was 
struck,  at  seven  o'clock,  by  a  fit  of  the  palsy. 

When  Dr.  Cavendish  beheld  the  poor  old  man 
stretched  along  the  bed,  and  hardly  exhibiting  signs 
of  life,  he  pronounced  it  to  be  a  death-stroke,  At 
this  sentence,  Thaddeus,  turning  deadly  pale, 
staggered  to  a  seat,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  alter- 
ed features  of  his  friend.  Dr.  Cavendish  took  his 
hand. 

".Recollect  yourself,  my  dear  Sir  1  Happen  when 
it  will,  1,1  death  must  be  a  release.  But  do  not 
expect  it  for  some  time  ;  he  may  yet  linger  a  week 
or  a  fortnight. 

"  Not  in  pain,  I  hope  1"  said  Thaddeus,  rising. 

"  No  ;"  returned  the  doctor,  "  probably  he  will 
remain  as  you  now  see  him,  and  expire  like  the  last 
glimmer  of  a  dying  taper.'* 

The  benevolent  Cavendish  proceeded  to  give  par- 
ticular directions  to  Thaddeus  and  Mrs.  Robson, 
who  promised  to  act  as  nurse  ;  and  then,  with  re- 
gret left  the  stunned  count  to  the  melancholy  task 
of  watching  by  the  bed-side  of  his  venerable  friend. 

Thaddeus  now  retained  no  thought  that  was  not 
rivetted  on  the  emaciated  form  before  him.  Whilst 
the  unconscious  invalid  struggled  for  respiration, 
he  listened  to  his  short  and  convulsed  breathing, 
with  sensations  which  seemed  to  tear  the  strings  of 
his  own  breast.  Unable  to  bear  it  longer,  he  mov- 
ed opposite  to  the  fire,  and  seating  himself,  with 
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his  pallid  face  and  aching  head  supported  on  his 
arm,  which  rested  on  a  plain  deal  table,  he  remain- 
ed meeting  no  other  suspension  from  deep  medi- 
tation, than  the  occasional  appearance  of  Mrs.  Rob- 
son  on  tiptoes,  f)eeping  in,  and  inquiring  whether 
he  wanted  any  thing. 

From  this  depressing  reverie  he  was  aroused 
next  morning  at  nine  o'clock,  by  the  entrance  of 
I3r.  Cavendish.  ThaddeUs  seized  his  hand  with 
the  eagerness  of  anxiety, — "  he  has  not  been  w^orsci. 
my  dear  Sir,  may  I  hope '* 

The  doctor,  not  suffering  him  to  finish  with 
what  he  hoped,  shook  his  head,  and  waving  his 
hand  in  sign  of  the  vanity  of  that  hope,  advanced 
to  the  bed  of  the  general,  and  felt  his  pulse.  His 
opinion  exactly  coincided  with  what  he  had  declar- 
ed before,  differing  only  in  one  particular,  that  he 
now  saw  no  absolute  threatenings  of  immediate 
dissolution. 

"  Poor  Butzou  r*  said  Thaddeus,  as  the  doctor 
withdrew,  putting  the  generars  motionless  hand  to 
his  quivering  lips,  "  I  never  will  leave  thee  !  I 
will  watch  by  thee,  thou  last  relic  of  my  country  !*' 

With  anguish  at  his  heart,  he  wrote  a  few  hasty 
lines  to  the  countess  :  Then,  addressing  Miss  Dun- 
das,  he  offered,  as  the  reason  for  his  late  and  con- 
tinued absence,  the'danger  of  his  friend. 

His  note  found  Miss  Dundas  attended  by  her 
constant  shadow,  Mr.  Lascelles,  lady  Villiers;^ 
and  two  or  three  more  fine  ladies  and  gentlemen  ; 
besides  Euphemia  and  Miss  Beaufort,  who,  with 
pensive  countenances,  were  waiting  the  arrival  of 
its  writer. 

When  Miss  Dundas  took  the  billet  off  the  silver 
salver,  on  which  her  man  presented  it,  ^nd  looked 
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at  the  superscription,  she  threw  it  into  the  lap  of 
Lascelles." 

"  There,"  cried  she,  **  is  an  excuse,  I  suppose, 
from  Mr.  Constantine,  for  his  impertinence  in  not 
coming  hither  yesterday.     Read  it,  Lascelles." 

"  'Fore  Gad,  I  wouldn't  touch  it  for  an  earl- 
dom 1"  exclaimed  the  affected  puppy,  jerking  it  on 
the  table.  "  It  might  infect  me  with  the  hypo- 
chondriacs.    Pray,  Phemy,  do  you  peruse  it." 

Euphemia,  in  her  eagerness  to  learn  what  de- 
tained Mr.  Constantine,  neglected  the  insolence  of 
the  request,  and  hastily  breaking  the  seal,  reads  as 
follows  : 

"  Mr.  Constantine  hopes  that  a  sudden  and  dan- 
gerous disorder,  which  has  attacked  the  life  of  a 
very  dear  friend  with  whom  he  resides,  will  be  a 
sufficient  appeal  to  the  humanity  of  the  Miss  Dun- 
dases,  and  obtain  their  pardon,  for  his  relinquish- 
ing the  honour  of  attending  them  yesterday  and 
to-day." 

"  Dear  me  !"  cried  Euphemia,  piteously,  "  how 
sorry  I  am  !  I  dare  say,  it  is  that  white  haired 
old  gentleman  whom  we  saw  in  the  Park.  You 
remember,  Mary,  he  was  sick." 

"  Probably,"  returned  Miss  Beaufort,  with  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  agitated  handwriting  of  Thaddeus. 
"  Throw  the  letter  into  the  street,  Phemy  1" 
cried  Miss  Dundas,  affecting  sudden  terror,  "  who 
knows  but  what  it  is  a  fever  the  man  has  got,  and 
we  may  all  catch  our  deaths  r" 

"  Heaven  forbid  !"  exclaimed  Mary,  in  a  voice 
of  real  alarm  ;  but  it  was  for  Thaddeus,  not  fear 
of  any  infection  which  the  paper  might  bring  to 
herself. 

h2 
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"  Lascelles,  take  away  the  filthy  scrawl  from  Phe- 
my.  How  can  you  be  so  headstrong,  child  ?"  cri- 
ed Diana,  snatching  the  letter  from  her  sister,  and 
throwing  it  out  of  the  window  ,  "  1  declare,  you 
are  sufficient  to  provoke  a  saint." 

"  Then,  you  may  keep  your  temper,  Di,"  return- 
ed Euphemia,  with  a  sneer  ;  "  you  are  far  enough 
from  that  title." 

Miss  Dundas  made  a  very  angry  reply,  which 
was  retaliated  with  another  ;  and  a  still  more  noisy 
and  disagreeable  altercation  might  have  taken  place, 
had  not  a  good-humoured  lad,  a  brother-in-law  of 
lady  Villiers,  in  hopes  of  calling  off  the  attention 
of  the  sisters,  exclaimed,  "  Bless  me.  Miss  Dun- 
das, your  little  dog  has  pulled  a  folded  sheet  of  pa- 
per from  under  that  stand  of  flowers  !  Perhaps  it 
!-may  be  of  consequence  !" 

"  Fly  !  Take  it  up,  George  !"  cried  lady  Vil- 
liers ;  "  Esop  will  tear  it  to  atoms  whilst  you  are 
asking  questions." 

After  a  chace  round  the  room,  over  chairs,  and 
through  tables,  George  Villiers  at  length  plucked 
the  devoted  piece  of  paper  out  of  the  dog's  mouth  ; 
and,  as  Miss  Beaufort  was  gathering  up  her  work- 
ing materials  to  leave  the  room,  opened  it  and  cri- 
e'd,  \n  a  voice  of  triumph,  "  By  jove  !  it  is  a  copy 
of  verses  1" 

"  Verses  1"  demanded  Euphemia,  feeling  in  her 
pocket,  and  colouring  ;  "'  let  me  see  them." 

"  That  you  sha'n't,"  roared  Lascelles,  catching 
them  out  of  the  boy's  hand,  "  if  they  be  your  writ- 
ing, we  will  have  them." 

"  Help  me,  Mary  1"  cried  Euphemia,  turning  to 
Miss  Beaufort  :  "  I  know  that  nobody  is  a  poet  in 
this  house,  but  myself.  They  must  be  mine,  and  I 
will  have  them." 
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"  Surely,  Mr.  Lascelles,"  said  Mary,  compas- 
sionating the  poor  girl's  anxiety,  "  you  will  not  be 
so  rude  as  to  detain  them  from  their  right  owner." 

"  O  !  but  I  will,'*  cried  he,  mounting  on  a  table, 
to  get  out  of  Euphemia's  reach,  who  now,  half  cry- 
ing, tried  to  snatch  at  the  paper.  "  Let  me  alone, 
Miss  Phemy.     I  will  read  them  ;  so  here  goes  it." 

Miss  Dundas  laughed  at  her  sister's  confused 
looks,  whilst  Lascelles  prepared  to  read,  in  a  loud 
voice,  the  following  verses.  They  had  been  hasti- 
ly scribbled  in  pencil  by  Thaddeus,  a  long  time  ago. 
Having  put  them  by  mistake,  with  some  other  pa- 
pers, into  his  pocket,  he  had  dropped  them  next 
day,  in  taking  out  his  handkerchief,  at  lady  Dun- 
das's.  Lascelles  cleared  his  throat  with  three 
hems,  then  raising  his  right  hand  with  a  flourish  of 
action,  in  a  very  pompous  tone,  began — 

Like  one,  whom  Etna's  torrent  fires  have  sent 
Far  from  the  land,  where  his  first  youth  was  spent  ; 
Wlio,  inly  drooping,  on  a  foreign  shore 
Broods  over  scenes  which  charm  his  eyes  no  more  : 
And  while  his  country's  ruin  wakes  the  groan, 
Yearns  for  the  buried  hut,  he  call'd  his  own  : 
So  driv'n,  O  Poland  1  from  thy  ravag'd  plains. 
So  mourning  o'er  thy  sad,  but  lov'd  remains, 
A  houseless  wretch,  Jwander  through  the  world, 
From  Friends,  from  Grandeur,  and  from  Glory  hurl'd  ! 

O  !  not,  that  each  long  night  my  weary  eyes 
Sink  into  sleiep,  unluU'd  by  pity's  sighs  ; 
Not,  that  in  bitter  tears  my  bread  is  steep'd. 
Tears  drawn  by  insults  on  my  sorrows  heap'd  ; 
Not,  that  my  thouj^hts  recal  a  mother's  grave  j 
Recal  the  sire  I  would  have  died  to  save. 
Who  fell  before  me,  bleeding  on  the  field, 
Whilst  I  in  vain  oppos'd  the  fruitless  shield  : 
Ah  !   not  for  tliese  I  grieve  !  Tho'  mental  wo 
More  deadly  still,  scarce  fancy's  self  could  know. 
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0*er  want  and  private  griefs  the  soul  can  climb. 
Virtue  subdues  the  one,  the  other  time  ; 
But,  at  his  country's  fall,  the  patriot  feels 
A  grief,  no  time,  no  drug,  no  reason  heals. 

Mem'ry  \  remorseless  murderer  !  whose  voice 
Kills  as  it  sounds  ;  who  never  says, — rejoice  I 
To  my  deserted  heart,  by  joy  forgot. 
Thou  pale,  thou  midnight  spectre,  haunt  me  not  I 
Thou  dost  but  point  to  where  sublimely  stands 
A  glorious  temple,  rear'd  by  freedom's  hands. 
Circled  with  palms  and  laurels,  crown'd  with  light. 
Darting  truth's  piercing  sun  on  mortal  sight  : 
Then,  rushing  on,  leaguM  fiends  of  hellish  birth 
Level  the  mighty  fabric  with  the  earth  ! 
Slept  the  red  bolt  of  Vengeance  in  that  hour. 
When  virtuous  freedom  fell  the  slave  of  pow'r  ! 
Slumber'd  the  God  of  Justice  !  that  no  brand 
Blasted,  with  blazing  wing,  the  impious  band  1 
Dread  God  of  Justice  !  to  thy  will  I  kneel, 
Tho'  still  my  filial  heart  must  bleed  and  feel, 
Tho'  still  the  proud  convulsive  throb  will  rise. 
When  fools  my  country's  wrongs  and  woes  despise  f 
When  low-soul'd  pomp,  vain  wealth,  that  pity  gives> 
Which  virtue  ne'er  bestows,  and  ne'er  receives. 
That  pity,  stabbing  where  it  vaunts  to  cure. 
Which  barbs  the  dart  of  want,  and  makes  it  sure  ', 
How  far  remov'd  from  what  the  feeling  breast 
Yields  boastless,  breath'd  in  sighs  to  the  distress'd  !! 
Which  whispers  sympathy,  with  tender  fear. 
And  almost  dreads  to  pour  its  balmy  tear, — 
But  such  I  know  not  now,  unseen,  alone, 
I  heave  the  heavy  sigh/I  draw  the  groan  ; 
And  madd'ning,  turn  to  days  of  liveliest  joy, 
V/hen  o^er  my  native  hills  I  cast  mine  eye. 
And  said  exulting,  *'  Free  men  here  shall  sow 
"  The  seed,  that  soon  in  tossing  gold  shall  glow  1 
"  While  plenty,  led  by  liberty,  shall  rove, 
**  Gay  and  rejoicing,  through  the  land  they  love  ; 
"  And,  'mid  their  loaded  vines,  the  peasant  see 
"  His  wife,  his  children,  breathifig  out — we're  free  1" 
But  now,  O  wretched  land  !  above  thy  plains, 
Half  viewless  thro'  the  gloom,  vast  horror  reigns. 
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No  happy  peasant,  o'er  his  blazing  hearth. 
Devotes  the  supper-hour  to  love  and  mirth  ; 
No  flowers  on  liberty's  pure  altar  bloom  ; 
Alas  !  they  wither  now,  and  strew  her  tomb  ! 
From  the  great  Book  of  Nations,  fiercely  rent. 
My  country's  page  to  Lethe's  stream  is  sent. 
But  sent  in  vain  !  Th' historic  Muse  shall  raise. 
O'er  wrong'd  Sarmatia's  cause,  the  voice  of  praise. 
Shall  sing  her  dauntless  on  the  field  of  death  ; 
And  blast  her  royal  robbers'  bloody  wreath  ! 

"  It  must  be  Constantine*s  1'*  cried  Euphemia^ 
in  a  voice  of  surprised  delight,  when  the  reader 
finished,  and  springing  up  to  take  the  paper  out  of 
his  hand. 

"  I   dare  say   it   is,**   answered   the  ill-natured 
Lascelles,  holding  it  above  his  head.     *'  Come,  you 
shall  have  it ;  only  first  let  us  hear  it  again  'y  it  is. 
so  mighty  pretty,  so  very  lackadaisical  1'* 

"  Give  it  to  me  1**  cried  Euphemia,  quite  angry. 

"  Don't,  Lascelles,"  exclaimed  Miss  Dundas  ; 
^*  the  man  must  be  a  perfect  ideot  to  write  such 
rtiodomontade.** 

''  O  1  it  is  delectable  I'*  returned  her  lovcr^  open- 
ing the  paper  again  ;  "  it  would  make  a  charming 
ditty  1  Come,  1  will  sing  it.  Shall  it  be  to  the  tune 
of  77ie  Babes  in  the  Wood,  or  Chevy  Chacey  or  The 
Deggar  of  Bethnal  Green  ?'* 

"  Unpitying,  senseless  wretch  !'*  exclaimed 
Mary,  rising  from  her  chair,  where  she  had  l>een 
striving  to  subdue  those  emotions,  with  which 
every  line  in  the  poem  filled  her  heart. 

"Brute  1"  cried  the  enraged  Eupi.emia,  taking 
courage  at  Miss  Beaufort's  unusual  warmth,  "I 
will  have  the  paper." 

"  You  sha'n't,'*  answered  the  malicious  cox- 
comb ;  and  rising  liis  arm  luglier  than  her  reach, 
he  tore  it  into  a  hundred  pieces. 
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At  this  sight,  Mary,  no  longer  able  to  eontain 
herself,  rushed  out  of  the  room  ;  and  hurrying  to 
her  own  chamber,  threw  herself  upon  the  bed  ; 
where  she  gave  way  to  a  paroxysm  of  tears,  which 
shook  her  almost  to  suffocation. 

During  the  first  burst  of  her  indignation,  her 
agitated  spirit  breathed  every  appellation  of  abhor- 
rence and  reproach  on  Lascelles,  and  his  ma- 
lignant mistress.  Then,  wiping  her  flowing  eyes, 
she  said,  "  Yet,  can  I  wonder,  when  I  compare 
Constantine  with  what  they  are  ?  The  man  who 
dares  to  be  virtuous  and  great,  and  to  appear  so, 
arms  the  self-love  of  all  common  charactei^s  against 
him/* 

Such  being  her  meditations,  she  refused  to  join 
the  family  at  dinner  ;  and  it  was  not  until  evening 
that  she  felt  herself  at  all  able  to  treat  the  ill-natured 
groupe  with  decent  civility. 

The  next  morning  Miss  Beaufort,  (to  avoid 
spending  more  hours  than  were  absolutely  neces- 
sary in  the  company  of  a  woman  whom  she  now 
loathed,)  borrowed  lady  Dundas's  sedan  chair;  and, 
ordering  it  to  lady  Tinemouth's,  found  her  ladyship 
at  home,  alone,  and  evidently  much  discomposed. 

"  I  intrude  on  you,  lady  Tinemouth  !'*  said 
Mary,  observing  her  looks,  and  withdrawing  from 
the  offered  seat. 

"  No,  my  dear  Miss  Beaufort,"  replied  her  lady- 
ship, when  the  servant  closed  the  door,  "  I  am  glad 
you  are  come.  I  assure  you  I  have  few  pleasures 
in  solitude.  Read  that  letter,"  added  she,  putting 
one  into  the  hand  of  Mary,  "  it  has  just  conveyed 
one  of  the  cruellest  stabs  ever  offered  by  a  son  to 
the  heart  of  his  mother.  Read  it ;  and  you  will 
»ot  be  surprised  at  finding  me  in  the  state  you  see." 


THADDEUS   OF    WARSAW.  87 

The  countess  looked  on  her  paralysed  hands  a5 
she  spoke  ;  and  Miss  Beaufort,  taking  the  paper, 
sat  down,  and  read  to  herself  the  following  letter  t 

"  To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Countess  of  Tinemouth^ 

"  Madam, 

<*  I  am  commissioned  by  the  earl,  my  father,  to 
inform  you,  that  if  you  have  lost  all  regard  for 
your  own  character,  he  considers  that  some  respect 
is  due  to  the  mother  of  his  son;  therefore  he 
watches  your  conduct. 

"  He  has  been  apprised  of  your  frequent  meet- 
itigs,  during  these  many  months,  in  Grosvenor 
Place,  and  at  other  people's  houses,  with  an  ob- 
scure foreigner,  your  declared  lover.  The  earl 
wished  to  suppose  this  false,  until  your  shameless 
behaviour  became  so  flagrant  that  he  esteems  it 
worthy  neither  of  doubt  nor  indulgence. 

"  With  his  own  eyes  he  saw  you,  four  nights  ago, 
alone  with  this  man  in  Hyde  Park.  Such  demon- 
stration is  dreadful.  Your  proceedings  are  abomi* 
nable  ;  and  if  you  do  not,  without  further  parley, 
set  off,  either  to  Craighall  in  Cornwall,  or  the 
Wolds,  you  shall  receive  a  letter  from  my  sister  as 
well  as  myself,  to  tell  the  dishonoured  lady  Tine- 
mouth,  how  much  she  merits  her  daughter's  con- 
tempt, added  to  that  of 

"  Harwold." 

*'  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do,  my  dear  mad- 
am ?"  inquired  Mary,  shocked  at  an  instance,  so 
disgraceful  to  human  nature. 

"  I  will  obey  my  lord  and  his  children,*'  return- 
ed the  countess,  bursting  into  tears.  "  My  last 
action  shall  be  in  obedience  to  their  will.  I  can- 
not live  long  ;  and  when  I  am  dead,  perhaps  the 
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earrs  vigilance  may  be  satisfied  ;  perhaps,  some 
kind  friend  may  then  plead  my  cause  in  my  daugh- 
ter's heart.  One  cruel  line  from  her  would  kill 
me.  I  will  at  least  avoid  the  completion  of  that 
threat,  by  leaving  town  to-morrow  night." 

"  So  soon  ?  But  I  hope  not  to  Cornwall  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  her  ladyship,  "  Craighall  is  too 
near  Plymouth.  I  determine  on  the  Wolds.  Yet, 
why  should  I  have  a  choice  ?  It  is  almost  a  matter 
of  indifference  to  what  spot  I  am  banished  ;  in 
what  place  I  am  to  die  :  Any  where  I  shall.,  be 
equally  remote  from  a  frien<l." 

Miss  Beaufort's  heart  was  oppressed  when  she 
entered  the  room ;  lady  Tinemouth's  sorrows 
seemed  to  give  her  a  license  to  weep.  She  took 
her  ladyship's  hand,  and,  with  difficulty,  sobbed 
out  this  inarticulate  offer,  "  Take  me,  dear  lady 
Tinemouth  !  I  am  sure  my  guardian  will  be  hap- 
py to  permit  me  to  be  with  you,  where,  and  how 
long  you  like." 

"  My  dear  girl,*'  replied  the  countess,  kissing 
her  wet  cheek,  "  I  thank  you  from  my  heart ;  but 
I  cannot  take  so  ungenerous  an  advantage  of  your 
goodness,  as  to  consign  your  tender  nature  to  the 
harassing  task  of  attending  on  sorrow  and  sickness. 
How  strangely  different  may  even  amiable  dispo- 
sitions be  tempered  1  Maria  Egerton  is  better 
framed  for  such  an  office.  Kind  as  she  is,  the  hi* 
larity  of  her  disposition  does  not  allow  the  sympa- 
thy she  bestows  on  others,  to  injure  either  her 
mind  or  her  body." 

Mary  interrupted  her.  "  I  should  be  grieved, 
'rmy  dear  countess,  to  believe,  that  my  very  aptitude 
to  serve  my  friends,  will  prove  the  first  reason  why 
I  should  be  denied  the  pleasure.  It  is  only  in 
scenes  of  affliction  that  friendship  is  tried,  and  de- 
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clares  its  truth.  If  Miss  Egerton  were  not  going 
with  you,  I  should  certainly  insist  on  putting  my 
affection  to  the  ordeal." 

"  You  mistake,  my  sweet  friend,"  returned  her 
ladyship  ;  "  Maria  is  forbidden  to  remain  any  long- 
er: with  me.  You  have  overlooked  the  postscript 
to  lord  Harwold's  letter,  else  you  must  have  seen 
the  whole  of  my  cruel  situation.  Turn  over  the 
leaf." 

Miss  Beaufort  opened  the  sheet,  and  read  these 
few  lines  ;  which  being  written  on  the  interior  part 
of  the  paper  had  escaped  her  sight. 

"  Go  where  you  will,  it  is  our  special  injunction, 
that  you  leave  Miss  Egerton  behind  you :  who, 
we  hear,  has  been  the  ambassadress  in  this  shock- 
ing intrigue.  If  we  learn  that  you  disobey,  and 
persist  in  such  audacity,  it  shall  be  worse  for  you 
in  every  respect ;  as  it  will  convince  us,  beyond  a 
possibility  of  doubt,  how  uniform  is  the  turpitude 
of   your  conduct." 

Lady  Tine  mouth  grasped  Miss  Beaufort's  hand, 
as  she  threw  the  barbarous  scrawl  on  the  table. 
"  And  that  is  from  the  son  for  whom  I  felt  all  a 
mother's  agonies  ;  all  a  mother's  love  I  Had  he 
died  the  first  hour  in  which  he  saw  the  light,  what 
a  mass  of  guilt  might  he  not  have  escaped  !  It  is 
he,"  added  she,  in  a  lower  voice,  and  looking  wildly 
round,  "  that  breaks  my  heart.  I  could  have  borne 
his  father's  perfidy  ;  but,  insult,  oppression,  from 
my  child  !  Oh,  Mary,  you  know  not  its  bitter- 
ness 1" 

Miss  Beaufort  could  only  answer  with  her  tears. 

After  a  pause  of  near  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  in 
which  the  countess  strove  to  tranquillize  her  spirits, 
she  resumed  in  a  more  composed  voice. 
Vol.  II.  I 
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"  Excuse  me  for  an  instant,  my  clear  Miss  Beau- 
fort ;  I  must  Avrite  to  Mr.  Constantine.  I  have 
yet  to  inform  him  that  my  absence  is  to  be  added 
to  his  other  misfortunes." 

With  her  eyes  raining  down  upon  the  paper,  she 
took  up  a  pen  ;  and  hastily  writing  a  few  lines,  was 
sealing  them,  when  Mary,  looking  up,  hardly  con- 
scious of  the  words  which  escaped  her  lips,  said, 
with  anguished  eagerness,  "  Lady  Tinemouth,  you 
know  much  of  that  noble  and  unhappy  young  man." 
Her  eye  irresolutely,  and  her  cheek  glowing,  await- 
ed the  answer  of  the  countess,  who,  for  a  moment, 
continued  to  gaze  on  the  letter  she  held  in  her 
hand,  as  if  in  profound  thought ;  then  all  at  once 
raising  her  head,  and  regarding  the  now  down-cast 
face  of  her  lovely  friend  with  tenderness,  replied 
in  a  tone  which  conveyed  the  deep  interest  of  her 
heart. 

"  I  do.  Miss  Beaufort.  But  he  has  reposed  his 
griefs  in  my  friendship  and  honour  :  therefore,  I 
must  hold  them  sacred." 

"  I  will  not  ask  you  to  betray  them  ;"  returned 
Mary,  in  a  faltering  voice,  "  Yet  I  cannot  help 
lamenting  his  sufferings,  and  esteeming  the  forti- 
tude with  which  he  supports  his  fall." 

The  countess  looked  stedfastly  on  her  fluctuat- 
ing countenance.  "  Has  Constantine,  my  dear  girl, 
insinuated  to  you,  that  he  ever  was  otherwise  than 
as  he  now  appears  ?" 

Miss  Beaufort  could  not  reply.  She  would  not 
trust  her  lips  with  words  ;  but  shook  her  head  in 
sign  that  he  had  not.  Lady  Tinemouth  was  too 
well  read  in  the  human  heart,  to  doubt,  for  an  in- 
stant, the  cause  of  her  question,  and  consequent 
emotion.  Feeling  that  something  was  due  to  an 
an^fiety  so  disinterested,  she  took  her  passive  hand. 
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atid  said,  "  Mary,  you  have  guessed  rightly. 
Though  I  am  not  authorized  to  tell  you  the  real 
name  of  Constantine,  nor  the  particulars  of  his  his- 
tory ;  yet,  let  this  satisfy  your  generous  heart, 
that  it  can  never  be  more  honourably  employed, 
than  in  compassionating  calamities,  which  ought  to 
wreath  his  young  brows  with  glory." 

Miss  Beaufort's  eyes  streamed  afresh,  whilst  her 
exulting  soul  seemed  ready  to  rush  from  her 
bosom. 

"  Mary  !'*  continued  the  countess,  warmed  by 
the  recollection  of  his  excellence  ;  "  You  have  no 
need  to  blush  at  the  interest  which  you  take  in  this 
amiable  Constantine  1  Every  trial  of  spirit  which 
could  have  tortured  youth  or  manhood  has  been 
endured  by  him  with  the  firmness  of  a  hero. 
Ah,  my  sweet  friend,"  added  the  countess,  press- 
ing the  hand  of  the  confused  Miss  Beaufort,  who, 
ashamed,  and  conscious  that  her  behaviour  betray- 
ed how  dearly  she  considered  him,  had  covered  her 
face  with  her  handkerchief;  "  when  you  are  dispos- 
ed to  believe  that  a  man  is  as  great  as  his  titles 
and  demands  assert,  examine,  with  a  nice  obser- 
vance, whether  his  pretensions  be  real  or  artificial. 
Imagine  him  disrobed  of  splendour,  and  struggling 
with  the  world's  inclemencies.  If  his  character 
cannot  stand  this  ordeal,  he  is  only  a  pageant  of 
pomp,  inflated  and  garnished  ;  and  it  is  reasonable 
to  punish  his  arrogance  with  contempt.  But,  on 
the  reverse,  when,  like  Constantine,  he  rises  from 
the  ashes  of  his  fortunes,  in  a  brighter  blaze  of  vir- 
tue ;  then,  dearest  girl,"  cried  the  countess,  en- 
circling her  with  her  arms,  "  it  is  the  sweetest 
privilege  of  loveliness,  to  console  and  bless  so  rare 
a  being." 
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Mary  raised  her  deluged  face  from  the  bosom  of 
her  friend  ;  and,  clasping  her  hands  together  with 
trepidation  and  anguish,  implored  her  to  be  as 
faithful  to  her  secret  as  she  had  proved  herself  to 
Gonstantine's  :  "  I  would  sooner  die,"  added  the 
agitated  Mary,  "  than  have  him  know  my  rash- 
ness, perhaps  my  indelicacy  I  Let  me  possess  his 
esteem,  lady  Tinemouth  I  Let  him  suppose  that  I 
only  esteem  him  1  More,  I  should  shrink  from  ;  I 
have  seen  him  beset  by  some  of  my  sex  ;  and  to 
be  classed  with  them  I  To  have  him  imagine  that 
my  affection  is  like  theirs  I  I  could  not  bear  it  ;  I 
entreat  you,  let  him  respect  me  !*' 

The  impetuosity,  and  almost  despair,  with  which 
Miss  Beaufort  uttered  these  incoherent  sentenceSf 
pierced  the  soul  of  lady  Tinemouth/  How  differ- 
ent was  the  spirit  of  this  pure  and  dignified  love,  to 
the  wild  passion  which  she  had  seen  shake  the 
frame  of  lady  Sara  Roos  ! 

They  remained  silent  for  some  time. 

"  May  I  see  your  ladyship  to-morrow  ?"  asked 
Mary,  drawing  her  cloak  about  her. 

"  1  fear  not,"  replied  the  countess ;  "  I  leave 
this  house  to-morrow." 

Miss  Beaufort  rose  ;  her  lips,  hands,  and  feet 
trembled  so,  that  she  could  hardly  stand.  Lady 
Tinemouth  threw  her  arm  round  her  waist,  and 
kissing  her  forehead,  said,  "  Heaven  bless  you,  my 
sweet  friend  1  May  all  the  wishes  of  your  innocent 
heart  be  gratified  1" 

The  countess  supported  her  to  the  door.  Mary 
hesitated  an  instant  ;  then  flinging  her  snowy  arms 
over  her  ladyship's  neck,  in  a  voice  scarcely  audi- 
ble, articulated — "  Only  tell  me  1— does  he  love 
Euphemia  ?" 
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Lady  Tinemouth  strained  her  to  her  breast— 
^^  No,  my  dearest  girl ;  I  am  certain,  both  from 
what  I  have  heard  him  say,  and  observed  in  his 
eyes,  that  had  he  dared  to  love  any  one,  you  would 
have  been  the  object  of  his  choice." 

How  Miss  Beaufort  got  into  lady  Dundas's  chair 
she  had  no  recollection,  so  completely  was  she  ab- 
sorbed in  the  recent  scene.  Her  mind  was  perplex- 
ed, her  heart  ached  ;  and  she  arrived  in  Harley- 
street  so  much  disordered  and  unwell,  as  to  oblige 
her  to  retire  immediately  to  her  room,  with  the  ex- 
cuse of  a  violent  pain  in  her  head. 

This  interview  induced  lady  Tinemouth  to  de- 
stroy the  note  which  she  had  written  to  Thaddeus  ; 
and  before  night  to  frame  another,  better  calcu- 
lated to  produce  comfort  to  all  parties.  What  she 
declared  to  Mary  respecting  the  state  of  the  count's 
.  affections  was  sincere. 

She  had  early  penetrated  through  the  veil  of" 
bash  fulness,  with  which  Miss  Beaufort  obscured 
that  countenance,  so  usually  the  tablet  of  her  soul. 
The  countess  easily  translated  the  quick  receding 
of  her  eye  whenever  Thaddeus  turned  his  atten-  • 
tion  towards  her  ;  the  confused  reply  that  followed 
any  unexpected  question  from  his  lips  ;  and,  above 
all,  the  unheeded  sighs  heaved  by  her,  when  he 
left  the  room,  or  when  his  name  was  mentioned 
during  his  absence.  These  symptoms  too  truly* 
revealed  to  lady  Tinemouth  the  state  of  her  young 
friend's  bosom. 

But  the  circumstances  being  different,  her  obser- 
vations on  the  count  were  not  nearly  so  conclusive. 
Mary  had  absolutely  given  the  empire  of  her  hap- 
pines'sj  with  her  beartj  into  his  hands.  Thaddeus. 
wished  that  his  ruined  hopes  did  pot  prevent. him 
I   2 
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from  laying  his  at  her  feet.  Therefore,  not  having 
surrendered  his  imagination  to  a  passion,  which  in 
his  situation,  he  considered  as  madness,  he  was  un- 
embarrassed in  her  presence  :  and,  regarding  her  as 
a  being  beyond  his  reach,  conceived  no  suspicions, 
that  she  entertained  one  dearer  thought  of  him, 
than  what  mere  philanthropy  could  authorise. 

He  contemplated  her  unequalled  beauty,  graces, 
talents,  and  virtues,  with  an  admiration  bordering  on 
idolatry  !  yet  his  heart  flew  from  the  confession  that 
he  loved  her  :  and  it  was  not  until  reason  demanded 
of  his  candour,  why  he  felt  a  pang  on  seeing  Mary's 
purse  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Lascelles,  that,  with  a 
glowing  cheek,  he  owned  to  himself,  he  was  jeal- 
ous: that  although  he  had  not  presumed  to  elevate 
one  wish  towards  the  possession  of  Miss  Beaufort; 
yet,  when  Lascelles  flaimted  her  name  on  his 
tongue,  he  found  how  deep  would  be  the  wound  in 
his  peace,  should  she  ever  give  her  hand  to  another. 

Confounded  at  this  discovery  of  a  passion,  the 
seeds  of  which  he  supposed  had  been  crushed  by 
the  weight  of  his  misfortunes,  he  proceeded  home- 
wards in  a  trance  of  thought,  not  far  differing  from 
that  of  the  dreamer,  who  sinks  into  a  light  but 
harassing  slumber,  and,  full  of  terror,  doubts 
whether  he  be  sleeping  or  awake. 

The  sudden  illness  of  general  Butzou  having 
put  these  ideas  to  flight,  Thaddeus  was  sitting  on 
the  bed  side,  with  his  anxious  thoughts  fixed  on 
the  pale  spectacle  of  mortality  before  him,  when 
Nancy  brought  in  a  letter  from  the  countess.  He 
took  it,  and  going  to  the  window,  undrew  the  cur- 
tain, where  he  read,  with  mingled  pain  and  pleas- 
ure, the  following  epistle  : 
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"  To  Mr,  Constantine^ 

"  I  know  not,  my  dear  count,  when  I  shall  be 
permitted  to  see  you  again  ;  perhaps  never  on 
this  side  the  grave  ! 

"  Since  Heaven  has  denied  me  the  tenderness 
of  my  own  children,  it  would  have  been  a  comfort 
to  me,  might  I  have  continued  to  act  a  parent's 
part  by  you.  But  my  cruel  lord,  and  my  more 
cruel  son,  jealous  of  the  consolation  I  meet  in  the 
society  of  my  few  intimate  friends,  command  me 
to  quit  London  ;  and  as  I  have  ever  made  it  a  sys- 
tem to  obey  their  injunctions  strictly,  I  shall  go. 

"  It  pierces  me  to  the  soul,  my  dear  son  !  (allow 
my  maternal  heart  to  call  you  by  that  name)  it 
distresses  me  deeply  that  1  am  compelled  to  leave 
the  place  where  you  are  :  and  more,  I  cannot  see 
you  before  my  departure,  for  I  quit  town  to-mor- 
row afternoon. 

"  Write  to  me  often,  my  loved  Sobieski  : 
your  letters  will  be  some  alleviation  to  my  lot  dur- 
ing the  fulfilment  of  my  hard  duty. 

"  Wear  the  enclosed  gold  chain  for  my  sake  ; 
it  is  one  of  two  given  me  a  long  time  ago  by  Miss 
Beaufort.  If  I  have  not  greatly  mistaken  you,  the 
present  will  now  possess  a  double  value  in  your  es- 
timation :  indeed  it  ought.  Sensibility  and  thankful- 
ness being  properties  of  your  nature,  they  will  not 
deny  a  lively  gratitude  to  the  generous  interest 
with  which  that  amiable  young  woman  regards 
your  fate.  It  is  impossible  that  the  avowed  count 
Sobieski  (whom,  a  year  ago,  I  remember  her  ani- 
mated fancy  painted  in  the  most  romantic  colours,) 
could  excite  more  of  her  esteem  than  1  know  she 
has  bestowed  on  the  untitled  Constantine. 
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"  She  is  all  nobleness  and  affection.  Although 
I  am  sensible  that  she  will  leave  much  behind  her 
in  London  to  regret,  she  insists  on  accompanying 
me  to  the  Wolds.  Averse  to  transgress  so  far  on 
her  goodness,  I  firmly  refused  her  offer  until  this 
evening,  when  I  received  so  warm  and  urging  a 
letter,  from  the  kind  girl,  that  I  could  no  longer 
•withhold  my  consent. 

"  Indeed,  this  lovely  creature's  active  friendship 
proves  of  high  cdisequence  to  me  now,  situated  as 
I  am  with  regard  to  a  new  whim  of  the  earl's. 
Had  she  not  benevolently  presented  herself,  in  obe- 
dience to  my  lord's  commands,  I  should  have  been 
obliged  to  go  alone  ;  he  having  taken  some  wild 
antipathy  to  Miss  Egerton,  whose  company  he  has 
interdicted.  At  any  rate,  her  parents  would  not 
have  allowed  me  her  society  much  longer,  for  Mr. 
Montresor  is  to  return  this  month. 

"  I  shall  not  be  easy,  my  dear  count,  until  I  hear 
from  you.  Pray  write  soon  ;  and  inform  me  of 
every  particular  respecting  the  poor  general  ;  is 
he  likely  to  recover  ? 

"  In  all  things,  my  loved  so?7,  in  which  I  can 
serve  you,  remember,  that  I  expect  you  will  call 
upon  me  as  a  mother.  Your  own  could  hardly 
have  regarded  you  with  deeper  tenderness,  than 
does  your  affectionate  and  faithful 

"  Adeliza  Tinemouth. 
"  Grosvenor  Place,  Thursday,  midnight. 

"Direct  to  me  at  Harwold-park,  Wolds,  Lin- 
colnshire." 

Several  opposite  emotions  discomposed  the  mind 
of  Tiiaddeus  whilst  reading  tliis  epistle.  Increas- 
ed abhorrence  of  the  man,  whom  he  believed  to  be 
incontestably  his  flither,  united  with  regret  arisii. ;: 
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from  the  proposed  departure  of  lady  Tinemouth, 
could  neither  subdue  the  balmy  effect  of  her  ma- 
ternal affection,  nor  wholly  check  that  thrill,  which 
the  unusual  mentioning  of  Miss  Beaufort's  name 
made  throb  in  his  heart,  and  paint  his  cheeks  with 
crimson.  He  read  the  sentence  which  contained 
the  assurances  of  her  friendship  a  third  time. 

"  Delicious  poison  1'*  cried  he,  kissing  the  pa- 
per ;  "  if  adoring  thee,  lovely  Mary,  be  added  to 
my  other  sorrows,  I  shall  be  resigned  i  There  is 
sweetness  even  in  the  thought.  Could  I  credit  all 
which  my  dear  lady  Tinemouth  affirms,  the  con- 
viction thr.t  I  possess  one  kind  solicitude  in  the 
mind  of  Miss  Beaufort,  would  be  ample  compen- 
sation for " 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  sighing  pro- 
foundly, rose  from  his  chair. 

"  For  any  thing,  except  beholding  her  the  wife 
of  another  1"  was  the  sentiment  with  which  his 
heart  panted.  Thaddeus  had  never  known  a  sel- 
fish wish  in  his  life  ;  and  this  first  instance  of  his 
desiring  that  good  to  be  unappropriated,  which  he 
might  not  himself  enjoy,  made  him  start. 

"  There  is  a  fault  in  my  heart,  a  dreadful  one  I** 
Dissatisfied  with  himself,  he  was  preparing  to  an- 
swer her  ladyship's  letter,  when,  turning  to  the 
date,  he  discovered  that  it  had  been  written  on 
Thursday  night  ;  and,  in  consequence  of  Nancy's 
neglect  in  not  calling  at  the  coffee-house,  had  been 
delayed  a  day  and  a  half  before  it  reached  his 
hands. 

His  disappointment  at  this  accident  was  severe. 
She  was  gone,  and  Miss  Beaufort  along  with  her  I 

"  Then,  indeed,  I  am  unfortunate  1"  said  he, 
holding  the  chain  in  his  hand,  and  looking  on  it ; 


98  THADDEUS    OF    WARSAW. 

"  I  am  at  once  deprived  of  all  that  rendered  my 
forlorn  existence  in  this  town  tolerable  1" 

He  put  the  chain  round  his  neck  ;  and,  with  a 
true  lover-like  feeling,  thought  that  it  warmed  the 
heart,  which  mortification  had  chilled  ;  but  the 
fancy  was  evanescent,  and  he  again  turned  to  watch 
the  fading  life  of  his  friend. 

During  the  lapse  of  a  few  days,  in  which  the 
general  appeared  merely  to  breathe,  Thaddeus, 
instead  of  his  attendance,  dispatched  regular  notes 
to  Harley-street.  In  answer  to  these  excuses,  he 
commonly  recei\^ed  little  tender  billets  from  Eu- 
phemia  ;  the  strain  of  which  he  seemed  totally  to 
overlook,  by  the  cold  respect  he  evinced  in  his  di- 
urnal apologies  for  absence. 

This  young  lady  w^s  so  full  of  lamentation  ove^ 
the  trouble  which  her  elegant  tutor  must  endure  in 
watching  his  sick  friend,  that  she  never  thought  it 
worth  while  to  mention  any  creature  in  the  house, 
except  herself  and  her  commiseration.  Thaddeus 
longed  to  inquire  about  Miss  Beaufort  ;  but  the 
more  he  wished  it,  the  greater  was  his  reluctance 
to  write  her  name. 

Things  were  in  this  situation,  when  one  evening, 
as  he  wiis  reading  by  the  light  of  a  solitary  candle 
in  his  little  sitting-room,  the  door  opened,  and 
Nancy  stepped  in,  followed  by  a  person  wrapped  in 
a  large  black  cloak.     Thaddeus  rose. 

"  A  lady,  Sir,"  said  Nancy,  courtesying. 

The  moment  the  girl  withdrew,  the  visitor  cast 
herself  into  a  chair,  and  sobbing  aloud,  seemed  in 
violent  agitation.  The  count,  astonished  and  alarm- 
ed, approached  her,  and  though  she  was  un- 
known, offered  her  every  assistance  in  his  power. 

Catching  hold  of  the  hand  which,  with  the  great" 
est  respect  he  extended  towards  her,  she  instantly 
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displayed  to  his  dismayed  sight  the  features  of  lady 
Sara  Roos. 

"Merciful  Heaven  !"  exclaimed  he,  involuntarily 
starting  back. 

"  Do  not  cast  me  off,  Constantine  I'*  cried  she, 
clasping  his  arm,  and  looking  up  to  him  with  a 
face  of  anguish  bathed  in  tears,  "  on  you  alone  I 
now  depend  for  happiness  !  for  existence  1" 

A  cold  damp  stood  on  the  forehead  of  her  audi- 
tor.    A  tremour  shook  him  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Dear  lady  Sara,  what  am  1  to  understand  by 
this  emotion  ?  Has  any  thing  dreadful  happened  ? 
Is  captain  Roos — " 

Lady  Sara  shuddered  ;  and,  still  grasping  his 
hand,  answered  in  words,  every  one  of  which  pal- 
sied the  heart  of  Thaddeus  with  horror.  "  He  is 
coming  home.  He  is  now  at  Portsmouth.  Oh, 
Constantine  !  I  am  not  yet  so  debased  as  to  live 
with  him,  when  my  heart  is  yours.'* 

At  this  shamefi;!  declaration,  Thaddeus  clenched 
his  teeth  in  fearful  agony  ;  and,  striking  his  hand 
upon  his  closed  eyes,  to  shut  her  from  his  sight, 
h€  turned  suddenly  round,  and  walked  towards 
another  part  of  the  room. 

Lady  Sara  followed  him.  Her  cloak  having  fall- 
en off,  now  displayed  her  fine  form  in  all  the  fer- 
vour of  grief  and  distraction  ;  she  wrung  her  snowy 
arms  in  despair  ;  and,  with  accents  rendered  more 
piercing  by  the  anguish  of  her  mind,  exclaimed, 
''  What  1  You  hate  me  ?  You  throw  me  from  you  ? 
Cruel,  barbarous  Constantine  !  Can  you  drive  from 
your  feet  the  woman  who  adores  you  ?  Can  you 
cast  her,  who  is  without  a  home,  into  the  streets  ?*' 

Thaddeus  felt  his  hand  wet  with  her  tears  ^  he 
fixed  his  eyes  vipon  her  with  almost  delirious  hor- 
ror.    Her  hat  being  off,   gave  a  loose  to  her  long 
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black  hair,  which,  falling  in  masses  over  her  shoul- 
ders and  eyes,  gave  such  additional  wildness  to  the 
imploring  and  frantic  expression  of  those  eyes,  as 
distracted  his  soul. 

"  Rise,  madam  !  For  Heaven's  sake,  Lady  Sara  I'* 
and  he  stooped  to  support  her  up. 

"  Never,"  cried  she,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  "  never  1  till  you  promise  to  protect  me. 
My  husband  comes  home  to-night,  and  I  have  left 
his  house  forever.  You,  you  I"  exclaimed  she,  ex- 
tending her  arms  to  his  averted  face  ;  "  O  Con- 
stantine  !  you  have  robbed  me  of  my  peace  !  On 
your  account  I  have  flown  from  my  home.  For 
mercy's  sake,  do  not  abandon  me  1" 

"  Lady  Sara."  cried  he,  looking  wildly  round 
him,  "  I  cannot  speak  to  you  in  this  position  ! 
Rise,  I  implore  you  1" 

"  Only,"  returned  she,  "  only  say  that  you  will 
protect  me  !  That  I  shall  find  shelter  here  !  Say 
this,  and  I  will  rise,  and  bless  you  forever." 

Thaddeus  knew  not  what  to  reply.  Distressed 
by  her  imprudence,  terror-struck  at  the  violent 
lengths  to  which  she  seemed  determined  to  carry 
her  unhappy  and  guilty  passion,  he  in  vain  sought 
to  evade  this  direct  demand  ;  for  lady  Sara,  per- 
ceiving the  reluctance  and  horror  of  his  looks, 
sprang  from  her  knees,  and  in  a  more  resolute 
voice,  exclaimed,  "  Then,  Sin  you  will  not  protect 
me  ?  You  scorn  and  desert  a  woman,  whom  you 
well  know  has  long  loved  you  ?  Whom,  by  your 
artful  behaviour,  you  have  reduced  to  this  dis- 
grace 1" 

The  count,  surprised  and  shocked  at  this  accusa- 
tion, with  respectful  gentleness,  but  resolution,  de- 
nied the  charge. 
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Lady  Sara  again  melted  into  tears,  and  support- 
ing her  tottering  frame  against  his  shoulder,  repli- 
ed, in  a  stifled  voice,  "  I  know  it  well.  I  have  noth- 
ing to  blame  for  my  wretched  state,  but  my  own 
weakness.  Pardon,  dear  Constantine,  the  dictates 
of  my  madness  1  Oil  would  gladly  owe  such 
misery  to  any  other  source  than  myself  1" 

"  Then,  dear  lady  Sara,"  rejoined  Thaddeus, 
gaining  courage  from  the  mildness  of  her  manner, 
**  let  me  implore  you  to  return  to  your  own  house  !'* 

"  Don't  ask  me,"  cried  she,  grasping  his  hand  ; 
"  O,  Constantine  !  if  you  knew  what  it  was  to  re- 
ceive with  smiles  of  affection,  a  creature  whom  you 
loathe  !  you  would  shrink  with  disgust  from  what 
you  require.  I  hate  captain  Roos.  Can  I  open  my 
■arms  to  meet  him,  when  my  heart  excludes  him 
forever  ?  Can  I  welcome  him  home,  when  I  wish 
him  in  his  grave  ?" 

The  count  extricated  his  hand  from  her  grasp. 
Her  ladyship  perceived  the  repugnance  which 
dictated  this  action  ;  and  clasping  her  hands  to- 
gether, ejaculated,  "  Unhappy  woman  that  I  am  I 
to  hate,  where  I  am  loved  I  to  love,  where  I  am 
hated  !— Kill  me,  Constantine  !"  cried  she,  turning 
suddenly  towards  him,  and  sinking  down  on  a 
chair  ;  "  but  do  not  give  me  such  another  look  as 
that  !" 

"  Dear  lady  Sara,"  replied  he,  seating  himself 
by  her  side,  "  what  would  you  have  me  do  ?  You 
see  that  I  have  no  proper  means  of  protecting  you. 
I  have  no  mother,  no  sisters,  no  friends  to  receive 
you.  You  see  that  I  am  a  jioor  man.  Besides^ 
your  character-- " 

"  Talk  not  of  my  character  !"  cried  she,  "  I  v/ill 
have  none  that  does  not  depend  on  Vou  !  Cruel 
Vol.  IL  k 
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-Constantine  !  you  will  not  understand  me.  I  want 
no  riches,  no  friends,  but  yourself.  Give  me  your 
home  and  your  arms,"  added  site,  throwing  herself 
in  an  agony  on  his  bosom,  "  and  beggary  would  be 
paradise  1" 

Thaddeus  felt  a  dimness  spread  over  his  eyes. 
So  much  loveliness,  such  love,  such  disinterested- 
ness, for  a  moment  obliterated  every  other  impres- 
sion on  his  heart  ;  but,  recovering  himself  in  an 
instant,  he  tore  himself  from  her  clinging  arms,  and 
staggering  back  a  few  paces,  held  her  off  with  his 
hand,  and,  in  a  voice  of  distraction,  exclaimed, 
"  Leave  me,  for  pity's  sake  !" 

"  No,  dearest  Constantine  !"  cried  she,  aware  of 
her  advantage,  and  again  casting  herself  at  his  feet, 
"  Never,  never,  will  I  leave  this  spot,  till  you  con- 
sent that  your  home  shall  be  my  home  !  That  I 
shall  serve  you  forever  !" 

"  Ail-powerful  Heaven  1"  exclaimed  Thaddeus, 
in  an  agony. 

Lady  Sara  redoubled  her  tears  and  prayers. 

"  Seducing,  dangerous  woman  !'*  cried  he,  look- 
ing at  her  with  wild  horror,  "  what  is  it  you  de- 
mand? Would  you  tear  from  me  all  that  renders  life 
bearable  l  Would  you  take  from  me  a  blameless 
conscience,  and  drive  me  to  end  my  miserable  days 
by  a  deed  of  desperation  ?" 

Despair  was  in  every  feature  of  his  countenance, 
as  he  uttered  the  last  words,  and  flew  from  her  into 
the  apartment  where  the  general  lay  asleep.  Lady 
Sara,  little  expecting  to  see  anyone  but  the  man  she 
loved,  rushed  in  after  him,  and  was  again  pressing 
to  throw  her  imploring  arms  about  her  determined 
victim,  when  her  eyes  were  suddenly  arrested  by  a 
livid,  and,  she  thought,  dead  face  of  a  person  lying 
on  the  bed.     Fixed  to  the  spot,  she    stood  for  a 
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naoment  ;  then,  putting  her  spread  hand  on  her 
forehead,  uttered  a  faint  cry,  and  full  heart-struck 
and  senseless  on  the  floor. 

Thaddeus,  having  instant  conviction  of  her  mis- 
take, eagerly  seized  the  moment  of  her  insensibili- 
ty to  convey  her  home.  He  hastily  went  to  the 
top  of  the  stairs,  called  to  Nancy  to  run  for  a  coach, 
and  then  returning  to  the  extended  figure  of  lady 
Sara,  lifted  her  in  his  arms,  and  carried  her  back 
to  the  room  they  had  left. 

By  the  help  of  hartshorn  and  water,  he  restored 
her  to  a  sense  of  existence.  She  slowly  opened 
her  eyes  ;  then  raising  her  head,  looked  round  her 
with  a  terrified  air,  when  her  eye  falling  on  the  still 
open  door  of  the  general's  room,  she  caught  Thad- 
deus by  the  arm,  and  said,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
"  O,  take  me  hence." 

Whilst  she  yet  spoke,  a  coach  stopped  at  the 
door.  The  count  rose,  and  attempted  to  support 
her  agitated  frame  against  his  shoulder  ;  but  she 
trembled  to  such  a  degree,  that  he  was  obliged  to 
throw  his  arm  about  her  waist,  and  almost  carry 
her  down  stairs. 

When  he  placed  her  in  the  carriage,  she  said, 
in  a  faint  tone,  "  you  surely  will  not  leave  me." 

Thaddeus  returned  no  other  answer,  than  desir- 
ing Nancy  to  sit  by  the  general  until  she  saw  him 
again  ;  and  stepping  into  the  coach,  lady  Sara 
snatched  his  hand,  and  bathed  it  with  her  tears. 

"  Whither  are  you  going  to  take  me  ?" 

"  You  shall  again,  dear  lady  Sara,"  replied  he, 
"return  to  a  guiltless  and  peaceful  home." 

"  I  cannot  meet  my  husband  ;"  cried  she,  wring- 
ing her  hands,  "  he  will  see  all  my  premeditated 
guilt  in  my  countenance.  O  !  Constantine,  have 
pity  on  me  !  Miserable  creature  that  I  am  1"  added 
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she,  redoubling  her  grief,  "  It  is  horrible  to  live 
ii'Uh  you  !  It  is  dreadful  to  live  luith  him  !  Take 
me  not  home,  I  entreat  you  !*' 

The  count  took  her  clasped  hands  in  his. 

"  Reflect  for  a  moment,  my  dear  lady  Sara.  I 
believe,  if  you  love  me,  that  it  was  in  consequence 
of  virtues  which  you  thought  I  possessed." 

"  Indeed  you  do  me  justice  I"  cried  she. 

He  continued. 

"  Think  then,  should  I  yield  to  the  influence  of 
your  beauty,  and  plunge  you  into  a  situation  like 

that '*  and   he  pointed  to  a  group  of  unhappy 

women  assembled  at  the  corner  of  Pall  Mall. 
Lady  Sara  drew  back  with  a  thrill  of  horror  ; 
^  Think,  where  would  be,  not  only  your  innocence, 
but  its  price  ?  I  being  no  longer  worthy  of  your 
esteem,  you  would  hate  me  ;  you  would  hate  your- 
self;  and  we  should  continue  together,  two  guilty 
creatures  abhorring  each  other." 

Lady  Sara,  drowned  in  tears,  did  not  articulate 
any  sounds  but  deep  sighs,  until  the  coach  stopped 
in  St.  James's  Place. 

*'  Go  in  with  me,"  were  all  the  words  she  could 
uUcr,  as  puIUng  her    veil  over  her  face,   she  gave^ 
iuni  her  hand  to  assist  her  down  the  step. 

*'  Is  captain  Roos  arrived  V*  asked  Thaddeus  of 
a  servant,  who,  to  his  great  joy,  replied  in  the  neg- 
alive.  During'  his  ride,  he  had  alarmed  himself, 
by  anticipating  the  disagreeable  suspicions  which 
might  arise  in  the  mind  of  the  husband,  should  he 
Hce  his  wife  in  her  present  strange  and  distracted 
state. 

When  Thaddeus  seated  lady  Sara  in  her  draw- 
ing-room, he  ofl'ered  to  take  a  respectful  leave  ; 
but  her  ladyship  getting  up,  laid  one  hand  on  his 
arm,  whilst,  witli  the  other,  she  covered  her  con- 
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vulsed  features,  and  said,  "  Constanline,  before  you 
go  ;  before  we  part,  perhaps  eternally  ;  O  !  tell 
me  that  you  do  not  hate  me  !  That  you  do  not 
hate  me  1"  repeated  she,  in  a  firmer  tone  ;  "  I 
know  too  well,  how  deeply  I  am  despised." 

"  Cease,  my  dearest  madam,"  returned  he,  ten- 
derly replacing  her  on  the  sofa,  "  cease  these  ve- 
hement expressions.  Shame  does  not  depend  on 
possessing  passions,  but  on  yielding  to  them.  You 
have  conquered,  lady  Sara  ;  and,  in  future,  I  shall 
respect  and  love  you  as  a  dear  friend.  Whoever 
holds  the  first  place  in  my  heart,  you  shall  always 
retain  the  second." 

"  Noble  !  generous  Constantine  !"  cried  she, 
straining  his. hand  to  her  lips,  and  bathing  it  with 
her  tears  ;  "  I  can  require  no  more.  May  Heav- 
en bless  you  wherever  you  go  !" 

Thaddeus  dropt  upon  his  knee,  imprinted  on 
both  her  hands  a  compassionate  and  fervent  kiss, 
and,  rising  hastily,  quitted  the  room-  without  a 
word. 
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CKAP.  VII. 

The  dream-like  consternation  which  enveloped 
the  count's  faculties  since  the  preceding  scene, 
was  dissipated  next  morning  by  the  appearance  of 
Dr.  Cavendish.  When  he  saw  the  general,  he 
declared  it  to  be  his  opinion,  that  in  consequence 
of  his  long  and  tranquil  slumbers,  some  favourable 
crisis  was  near  :  "  Probably,"  added  he,  "  the  re- 
covery of  his  intellects.  Such  /2/ieno?nena,  in  these 
cases,  often  happen  immediately  before  death." 

"  Heaven  grant  it  may  in  this  1"  ejaculated 
the  count  ;  "  to  hear  his  venerable  voice  again 
acknowledge,  that  I  have  acted  by  him  as  became 
the  grandson  of  his  friend  would  be  a  comfort  to 
me." 

"  Butj  Sir,"  said  the  kind  physician,  touching 
liis  burning  hand,  "  you  must  not  forget  the  cares 
which  are  due  to  your  own  life.  If  you  wish  well 
to  the  general  during  ti>e  few  days  he  may  have  to 
live,  you  are  indispensably  obliged  to  preserve 
your  own  strength.  You  are  already  ill,  and  re- 
quire air.  I  have  an  hour  of  leisure,"  continued 
he,  pulling  out  his  watch  ;  '*  I  will  remain  here, 
till  you  have  taken  two  or  three  walks  round  the 
park.  It  is  absoiutcly  necessary  :  In  this  instant, 
1  must  take  the  privilege  of  friendship,  and  insist 
on  obedience." 

Thaddeus,  seeing  that  the  benevolence  of  the  ex- 
cellent Cavendish  was  resolute,  took  his  hat,  and, 
with  harassed  spirits,  walked  down  the  lane  to- 
wards Charing-cross. 
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On  entering  Spring-garden  gate,  to  his  extreme 
surprise,  the  first  objects  which  met  his  sight  were 
Miss  Euphemia  Dundas,  and  Miss  Beaufort. 

Euphemia  accosted  him  with  ten  thousand  in- 
quiries respecting  his  friend,  besides  congratula- 
tions on  his  own  good  looks. 

Thaddeus  bowed  ;  then,  smiling  faintly,  turned 
to  the  blushing  Mary  ;  who,  conscious  of  what 
passed  in  the  late  conversation  between  herseVf  and 
lady  Tinembuth,  trembled  so  much,  that  fearing  to 
excite  the  suspicion  of  Miss  E.  Dundas  by  such 
trernour,  she  withdrew  her  arm,  and  walked^  for- 
ward alone,  tottering  at  every  step. 

''  I  thought.  Miss  Beaufort,'*  said  he,  addressing 
himself  to  her,  "  that  lady  Tinemouth  was  to  have 
had  the  happiness  of  your  company  to  Harwold- 
park  ?'* 

"  Yes,"  returned  she,  fearfully  raising  her  eyes 
to  his  face  ;  the  hectic  glow  of  which  conveyed 
impressions  to  her,  different  from  those  which  Eu- 
phemia expressed  ;  "  but,  to  my  indescribable 
alarm  and  disappointment,  the  morning  after  1  had 
written  to  fix  my  departure  with  her  ladyship,  my 
aunt*s  foot  caught  in  the  iron  of  the  stair-carpet  as 
she  was  coming  down  stairs,  and  throwing  her  from 
the  top  to  the  bottom,  broke  her  leg.  I  could  not 
quit  her  a  moment  during  her  agonies  ;  and  the 
surgeons  having  expressed  their  fears  that  a  fever 
might  ensue,  I  was  obliged  altogether  to  decline 
my  attendance  on  the  countess." 

"  And  how  is  Mrs.  Dorothy  ?"  inquired  Thad- 
deus, truly  concerned  at  the  accident. 

"  She  is  better,  though  confined  to  her  bed," 
replied  Euphemia,  speaking  before  her  companion 
could  open  her  lips  j  "  and,  indeed,  poor  Mary  and 
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myself,  having  been  such  close  nurses,   that  tny 
mother  insisted  on  our  walking  out  to-day." 

"And  lady  Tinemouth,"  returned  Thaddeus, 
again  addressing  Miss  Beaufort,  "  of  course,  she 
went  alone,  ?" 

"  Alas,  yes  !"  replied  she  ;  "  Miss  Egerton 
was  forced  to  join  her  family  in  Leicestershire."^ 

"  I  believe,"  cried  Euphemia,  sighing,  "  that 
Miss  Egerton  is  going  to  be  married-  Hers  has 
been  a  long  attachment.  Happy  girl !  I  have 
heard  Captain  Roos,  whose  lieutenant  her  intend- 
ed husband  was,  declare  that  he  is  the  finest  young 
man  in  the  navy.  Did  you  ever  see  Mr.  Mpn- 
tresor  ?"  added  she,  turning  her  pretty  eyes  on 
the  count. 

**  I  never  had  that  honour." 

"  Bless  me  !  that  is  odd,  considering  your  inti- 
macy with  Miss  Egerton.  I  assure  you  he  is  very 
charming." 

Thaddeus  neither  heard  this,  nor  a  great  deal 
more  of  the  same  trifling  chitchat,  which  was 
slipping  from  the  tongue  of  Miss  Euphemia  ;  so 
intently  were  his  eyes  (sent  by  his  heart,)  search- 
ing the  downcast,  but  expressive  countenance  of 
Miss  Beaufort.  His  soul  was  full,  and  the  fluctu- 
ations of  her  colour,  with  the  embarrassment  of  her 
step,  interested  and  affected  him. 

*'  Then  you  do  not  leave  town  for  some  time. 
Miss  Beaufort  ;"  inquired  he,  "  I  may  yet  antici- 
pate the  honour  of  seeing — "  he  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment, then  added,  in  a  depressed  tone — ^*  your 
aunt,  when  I  next  wait  on  the  Miss  Dundases." 

"  Our  stay  depends  entirely  on  her  health,"  re- 
turned she,  striving  to  rally  herself;  "and  I  am 
sure  she  will  be  happy  to  see  you  better  ;  for,  I  am 
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sorry  to  say,  that  I  cannot  agree  with  Euphemla 
in  thinking  you  look  well." 

"  Merely  a  slight  fever,"  replied  he  ;  "  the  ef- 
fect of  an  anxiety,  which  I  fear  will  too  soon  cease 
in  the  death  of  its  cause.  I  came  out  now,  for  a 
little  air  only,  whilst  the  physician  remains  with 
my  friend." 

"  Poor  old  gentleman  !"  sighed  Mary,  "  how 
venerable  was  his  appearance  the  morning  in  which 
we  saw  him  in  the  Park  !  What  a  benign  coun- 
tenance !" 

"  His  countenance  1"  replied  Thaddeus,  his  eyes 
turning  mournfully  towards  the  lovely  speaker,  "  is 
the  emblem  of  his  character.  He  was  the  most 
amicible   of  men." 

"  And  you  are  likely  to  lose  so  interesting  a 
friend,  dear  Mr.  Constantine  ;  how  I  pity  you  1" 
As  Euphemia  uttered  these  words,  she  put  the 
corner  of  her  glove  to  her  eye. 

The  count  looked  at  her,  and,  perceiving  that 
her  commiseration  was  affectation,  he  turned  to 
Miss  Beaufort,  who  was  walking  pensively  by  his 
side,  and  made  further  inquiries  respecting  Mrs. 
Dorothy.  Solicitous  to  be  at  St.  Martin's  Lane, 
he  was  preparing  to  quit  them,  when  Mary,  as 
with  a  full  heart  she  courtesied  her  adieu,  at  last, 
in  a  hurried  and  confused  manner,  said,  "  Pray, 
Mr.  Constantine,  take  care  of  yourself.  You  have 
other  friends  besides  the  one  you  are  going  to  lose. 
I  know  lady  Tine  mouth,  I  know  my  aunt  " 
she  stopped  short,  and,  covered  with  blushes,  stood 
■  panting  for  another  word  to  close  the  sentence  ; 
when  Thaddeus,  forgetting  the  presence  of  Euphe- 
mia, with  delighted  precipitancy,  caught  hold  of  the 
hand,  which,  in  the  energy  of  speaking,  was  a  little 
extended  towards  him,  and  pressing  it  with  fervour^ 
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I'elinquisbed  it  immediately  :  overcome  by  confu^ 
sion  at  the  presumption  of  the  action,  he  bowed,, 
with  agitation,  to  both  ladies,  and  hastened  through 
the  Friary   passage  into  St.  James's  Street. 

"  Miss  Beaufort  !"  cried  Euphemia,  reddening 
with  vexation,  and  returning  a  perfumed  handker- 
chief to  her  pocket;  "  I  did  not  understand  that 
you  and  Mr.  Constantine  were  on  such  intimate 
terms  !"  . 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Euphemia  ?" 

"  That  you  have  betrayed  the  confidence  which  I 
reposed  in  you,"  cried  the  angry  beauty,  wiping 
away  the  really  starting  tears  with  her  white  lace 
eloak  ;  <•  I  told  you  that  the  elegant  Constantine 
was  the  lord  of  my  heart  j  and  you  have  seduced 
him  from  me  !  Till  you  came,  he  was  so  respect- 
ful, so  tender,  so  devoted  !  But  I  am  rightly  used  I 
1  ought  to  have  carried  my  secret  to  the  grave." 

In  vain  Miss  Beaufort  protested  ;  in  vain  she 
declared  herself  ignorant  of  possessing  any  power 
over  even  one  wish  of  Constantine.  Euphemia 
thought  it  monstrous  pretty  to  be  the  injured 
friend  and  forsaken  mistress  ;  and  all  along  the 
Park,  and  up  Constitution^Hill,  until  they  arrived 
at  lady  Dundas's  carriage,  which  was  waiting  op-, 
posite  Devonshire  Wall,  she  affected  to  weep. 
When  seated,  she  continued  her  invectives  :  she 
called  Miss  Beaufort  ungenerous,  perfidious,  traitor 
to  friendship  :  and  every  romantic  and  disloyal, 
name,  which  her  inflamed  fancy  could  devise  ;  but 
the  sight  of  Harley-street  checked  her  transports,, 
and  relieved  Miss  Beaufort  from  a  load  of  imper- 
tinence  and  abuse. 

During  this  short  interview,  Thaddeus  received 
an  impulse  to  his  affections,  which  hurried  them 
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forward  with  an  impetuous  rapidity,  that  neither 
time  nor  succeeding  sorrows  could  stop  or  stem. 

Mary's  heavenly  beaming  eyes  seemed  to  have 
encircled  his  head  with  love's  brightest  halo.  The 
command,  "  Preserve  yourself  for  others  besides 
your  dying  friend,"  yet  tbi^obbed  at  his  heart,  with 
ten  thousand  rapturous  visions  dancing  before  his 
sight,  he  trod  in  air,  until  the  humble  door  of  his 
melancholy  home,  presenting  itself,  at  once  wreck- 
ed the  illusion,  and  offered  sad  reality,  in  the  per- 
son of  his  emaciated  friend. 

On  the  count's  entrance  into  the  sick  chamber, 
doctor  Cavendish  gave  him  a  few  directions  to 
pursue  when  the  general  should  awake  from  a 
sleep,in  which  he  had  been  sunk,  since  the  preced- 
ing night  ;  and  Thaddeus,  with  a  heart  still  more 
depressed,  from  its  late  unusual  exaltation,  sat 
down  on  the  bed  for  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

At  five  in  the  afternoon,  general  Butzou  awoke  ; 
seeing  the  count,  he  stretched  out  his  withered 
hand,  and,  as  the  doctor  predicted,  accosted  him 
rationally. 

"  Come,  dear  Sobieski  !  Come  nearer,  my  dear 
master  !" 

Thaddeus  rose,  and  throwing  himself  on  his 
knees,  took  the  offered  hand  with  apparent  compo- 
sure :  It  was  a  hard  struggle,  to  restrain  the  emo^ 
tions,  which  were  roused  by  this  awful  contempla- 
tion ;  the  return  of  reason  to  the  soul  on  the  in- 
stant she  was  summoned  into  the  presence  of  her 
Maker  1 

"  My  kind,  my  beloved  lord  !*'  added  Butzou, 
"  to  me  you  have  indeed  performed  a  christian's 
part  ;  you  have  clothed,  sheltered,  and  preserved 
me  in  your  bosom.  Blessed  son  of  my  most  hon- 
oured master  I' ' 
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The  good  old  man  put  the  hand  of  Thaddeus  to 
his  lips.     Thaddeus  could  not  speak. 

"  I  am  going,  dear  Sobieski,'*  continued  the  gen* 
eral,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  where  T  shall  meet  your 
noble  grandfather,  your  mother,  and  my  brave 
countrymen  :  and  if  Heaven  grants  me  power,  I 
will  tell  them  by  whose  labour  I  have  lived,  on 
whose  breast  I  have  expired.'* 

Thaddeus  could  no  longer  restrain  his  tears. 

"  Dear,  dear  general  1'*  exclaimed  he,  grasping 
liis  hand ;  "  my  grandfather,  my  mother,  my 
country  )  I  lose  them  again  in  thee  !— *.0  !  would 
the  same  summons  take  ?7ie  hence  1" 

^'  Hush  1*'  returned  the  dying  man,  "  Heaven 
reserves  you,  my  honoured  lord,  for  wise  purposes. 
Youth  and  health  are  the  marks  of  commission  : 
You  possess  them,  with  virtues,  which  will  bear 
you  through  the  contest.  /  have  done  ;  and  my 
merciful  Judge  has  evinced  his  pardon  of  my  er- 
rors, by  sparing  me  in  my  old  age,  and  leading  me 
to  die  Avith  you.** 

Thaddeus  pressed  his  friend's  hand  to  his  stream- 
ing eyes,  and  promised  to  be  resigned.  Butzou 
smiled  his  satisfaction  ;  then,  closing  his  eye-lids, 
he  composed  himself  to  a  rest,  that  was  neither 
sleep  nor  stupor,  but  a  balmy  serenity,  which 
seemed  to  be  tempering  his  late  recovered  soul,  for 
its  immediate  entrance  on  a  world  of  eternal  peace. 

At  nine  o'clock,  his  breath  became  broken,  with 
quick  sighs.  The  count's  heart  trembled,  and  he 
drew  closer  to  the  pillow.  Butzou  felt  him  ;  and 
opening  his  eyes  languidly,  hardly  articulated, 
(though  not  a  sound  escaped  the  ear  of  his  friend) 
*'  Raise  my  head." 

Thaddeus  put  his  arm  under  his  neck,  and  lift^ 
ing  him  up,  reclined  him  against  his  bosom.     But* 
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jou  grasped  his  hands,  and  looking  grateuilly  in 
his  face,  said,  "  The  arms  of  a  soldier  should  be  a 
soldier's  bed.     I  am  content." 

He  lay  for  a  moment  on  the  breast  of  the  almost 
fainting  Thaddeus  ;  then  suddenly  quitting  his 
hold,  he  cried,  "  I  lose  you,  Sobieski  1" 

"  I  am  here,*'  exclaimed  the  count,  catching  his 
motionless  hand.  The  dying  general  murmured 
a  few  words  of  blessing  ;  and,  turning  his  face  in- 
wards, breathed  his  last  sigh  on  the  heart  of  his 
last  friend. 

For  a  minute,  Sobieski  remairicd  incapable  of 
thought  or  action.  When  he  recovered  recollec- 
tion, he  withdrew  from  his  melancholy  station  ; 
and  laying  the  venerable  remains  of  the  general  on 
the  bed,  did  not  trust  his  rallied  faculties  with  a 
second  trial  ;  but  hastening  down  stairs,  was  mat 
by  Mrs.  Robson. 

"  My  dear  Madam,"  said  he,  **  all  is  over  with 
my  poor  friend.  Will  you  do  me  the  kindness  to 
perform  those  duties  to  his  sacred  relics,  which  I 
cannot  ?" 

Thaddeus  would  not  allow  any  person  to  watch 
by  his  friend's  coffin,  besides  himself.  The  medi- 
tations of  this  solitary  night  presented  to  his  sound 
and  sensible  mind,  every  argument,  rather  to  in- 
duce rejoicing  than  regret,  that  the  eventful  life  of 
the  brave  Butzou  was  terminated. 

"  Yes,  illustrious  old  man  !"  cried  he,  gazing 
on  his  marbled  features,  "  If  valour  and  virtue  be 
the  true  sources  of  nobility,  thou  surely  wast  no- 
ble I  Inestimable  defender  of  Stanislaus  and  thy 
country  !  thou  has  run  a  long  and  bright  career  ; 
and  though  thou  art  fated  to  rest  in  the  humble 
Vol.  II,  h 
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grave  of  poverty,  it  will  he  embalmed  by  the  teai's 
of  heaven  ;  it  will  be  engraven  on  my  heart." 

Thaddeus  did  not  weep  whilst  he  spoke.  Not 
did  he  weep,  when  he  beheld  the  mould  of  St. 
Paul's,  Covent  Garden,  close  from  his  view,  the 
last  dwelling  of  his  friend.  It  began  to  rain.  Doc- 
tor Cavendish,  putting  his  arm  through  the  count's, 
tried  to  pull  him  away  ;  but  he  lingered  a  mo- 
ment, and,  looking  on  the  dust,  as  the  -sexton  piled 
it  up,  "  Wretched  Poland  !"  sighed  he,  "  how  far 
from  thee  lies  one  of  thy  bravest  sons  !" 

Doctor  Cavendish  regarded  him  with  pity  and 
admiration  ;  but  he  vainly  attempted  to  persuade 
him  to  return  with  him  to  dinner  :  Thaddeus  re- 
fused the  kind  invitation  ;  alleging  with  a  faint 
sniile,  that,  under  every  misfortune,  he  found  his 
best  comforter  to  be  solitude. 

Doctor  Cavendish,  respecting  the  resignation 
and  manliness  of  this  answer,  urged  him  no  fur- 
ther ;  but  expressing  his  regret,  that  they  could 
not  meet  again  until  the  end  of  the  week,  as  he 
was  obliged  to  go  to  Stamford  next  day,  on  a  med- 
ical consultation  ;  and,  shaking  hands  with  him,  at 
the  door  of  Mrs.  Robson,  they  parted. 
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CHAP.    VIII. 

Kext  irrerning,  when  the  count  Sobieski  unfold- 
ed the  several  packets  of  papers,  which  were  put 
into  his  hands  by  little  Nancy,  who  brought  his 
breakfast,  he  laid  them,  one  after  the  other,  on  the 
table,  and,  sighing  heavily,  said  to  himself,  "Now 
comes  the  bitterness  of  poverty  !  Heaven  only 
knows^by  what  means  I  shall  defray  these  terrific 
charges  !" 

The  mere  personal  privations,  induced  by  hiir- 
fallen  fortunes,  excited  little  uneasiness  in  the  mind 
of  Thaddeus.  As  he  never  had  derived  peculiar 
gratification  from  the  enjoyment  of  a  n^agnificent- 
house,  splendid  table,  and  numerous  attendants, 
he  was  contented  in  the  field,  where  he  slept  on  the 
bare  ground,  and  snatched  his  hasty  meal  at  uncer- 
tain intervals.  Watching,  rough  fare,  and  other 
hardships,  were  dust  in  the  path  of  honour  ;  he 
had  dashed  through  them  with  light  and  buoyant 
spirits :  And  he  repined  as  little  at  the  actual 
wants  of  his  forlorn  state  in  exile,  until,  compelled 
by  friendship  to  contract  demands  which  he  could 
wot  d.-fray,  he  was  plunged  at  once  into  the  full 
horrors  of  poverty  and  debt. 

He  looked  at  the  amount  of  the  bills.  The 
^apothecary's  was  fifteen  pounds  ;  the  funeral 
twenty.  Thaddeus  turned  pale.  The  value  of  all 
that  he  possessed  would  not  produce  one  half  of 
the  sum  ;  besides,  he  owed  five  guineas  to  his  good 
landlady,  for  numerous  little  comforts,  which  she 
procured  for  his  der.eased  friend. 
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"  Whatever  be  the  consequence,"  cried  He,  "that 
excellent  woman  shall  not  suffer  by  her  humanity  T 
If  I  have  to  part  with  the  last  memorial  of  them 
who  were  so  dear,  Srhe  shall  be  repaid." 

lie  scarcely  had  ceased  speaking,  when  Nancy 
re-entered  the  room,  and  told  him,  that  the  apothe- 
cary's young  man,  and  the  undertaker,  were  both 
below,  waiting  for  answers  to  their  letters.  The 
<?.ount,  reddening  with  disgust  at  the  unfeeling  avid- 
ity of  these  men,  desired  Nancy  to  say,  that  he 
could  not  see  either  of  them  to-day,  but  would  send 
to  their  houses  to-morrow. 

In  consequence  of  this  promise,  the  men  made 
their  bows  to  Mrs.  Robson,  (who  too  well  guessed 
the  reason  of  this  message,)  and  took  their  leave. 

When  Thaddeus  put  the  pictures  of  his  mother 
and  the  palatine j  with  other  trinkets,  into  his  pock- 
et, he  could  not  forbear  an  internal  invective  against 
the  thoughtless  meanness  of  the  Miss  Dundases  ; 
who,  since  his  entrance  into  their  house,  had  never 
offered  any  farther  liquidation  of.  the  large  sum, 
which  they  now  stood  indebted  to  him,  than  the 
trifling  note,  which  had  been  transmitted  to  him, 
prior  to  las  attendance,  through  the  hands  of  lady 
Tine  mouth. 

Whilst  his  necessities  reproached  them  for  this 
illiberal  conduct,  his  proud  heart  recoiled  at  mak- 
ing a  request  to  their  charity  ;  for  he  gathered^ 
from  the  haughty  demeanour  of  Miss  Diana,  that 
what  he  was  entitled  to  demand  would  be  given, 
not  as  a  just  remuneration  for  labour  received,  but 
kis  alms  of  humanity  to  an  indigent  emigrant. 

"  I  would  rather  perish,"  cried  he,  puttirig  on 
his  hat,  "  than  ask  that  woman  for  a  shilling." 

When  the  count  laid  his  treasure  on  the  table  of 
the  worthy  pawnbroken  he  desired  to  have  the  value: 
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of  the  settings,  and  the  pictures  put  into  leather 
cases.  Mr.  Burnet,  having  examined  the  gold  of 
the  miniatures,  with  the  other  trinkets,  declared, 
on  the  word  of  an  honest  man,  that  he  could  not 
-give  more  than  fifteen  pounds. 

With  difficulty,  Thaddeus  stifled  as  torturing  a 
sigh  as  ever  distended  his  breast,  whilst  he   said — 

^'  1  will  take  it.  I  only  implore  you  to  be  careful 
of  the  things  ;  trifling  as  they  are,  circumstances 
with  which  they  were  connected,  render  them  valu- 
able to  me." 

"  You  may  depend  on  me,  Sir,"  replied  the  pawn- 
broker, presenting  him  with  the  notes  and 
acknowledgment. 

When  Thaddeus  took  them,  Mr.  Burnet's  eye 
was  caught  by  the  ring  which  he  wore  on  his  finger. 

"  That  ring  seems  curious  !  If  you  won't  think 
me  impertinent,  may  I  ask  to  look  at  it  ?" 

The  count  pulled  it  off*,  and  forcing  a  smile,  re- 
plied, "  I  suppose  it  is  of  little  intrinsic  value.  The 
setting  is  antique,  but  the  painting  is  fine." 

Burnet  breathed  on  the  diamonds.  ''  If  you 
were  to  sell  it,"  returned  he,  "  1  don't  think  it 
would  fetch  more  than  three  guineas.  The  dia- 
monds are  damaged,  and  the  emeralds  would  be  of 
little  use,  being  out  of  fashion  here  ;  as  for  the 
miniature,  it  goes  for  nothing." 

**  Of  course,"  said  Thaddeus,  putting  it  on  again ; 
*^but  I  shall  never  part  with  it."  While  he  drew 
ofi  his  glove,  Mr.  Burnet  asked  him,  whether  the 
head  was  not  intended  for  the  king  of  Poland  ? 

The  count,  surprised,  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

"  I  thought  so,"  answered  the  man  ;  "  it  is  very 
like  two  or  three  prints  which  I  had  in  my  shop  of 
that  king.  Indeed  I  believe  I  have  them  some 
l2 
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where   now  :    these  matters  are  but  a  nine  days 
wonder,  and  llie  sale  is  over." 

His  auditor  did  not  clearly  comprehend  him,  and 
he  told  him  so. 

"  I  meant  nothing,"  continued  he,  "  to  the  dis- 
paragement of  the  king  of  Poland,  or  of  any  other 
great  personage,  who  is  much  the  subject  of  con* 
versation.  I  only  intended  to  say,  that  every  thing 
has  its  fashion.  The  ruin  of  Poland  was  the 
fashionable  topic  for  a  month  after  it  happened  ; 
and  now  nobody  minds  it ;  it  is  extinct  ;  it  is 
forgotten.'* 

Thaddeus,  in  whose  bosom  all  its  miseries  were 
written,  with  a  clouded  brow,  bowed  to  the  remarks 
of  Mr.  Burnet,  and  in  silence  quitted  the  shop. 

Having  arrived  at  home,  he  discharged  his  debt 
to  the.  worthy  Mrs.  Robson  ;  then  entering  his 
room,  he  laid  the  remainder  of  his  money  on  the 
bills  of  the  two  claimants.  It  was  unequal  to  the 
demands  of  either  ;  yet,  in  some  measure  to  be  just 
to  both,  he  determined  on  dividing  it  between, 
them  ;  and  to  promise  the  liquidation  of  the  rest 
by  degrees* 

Surely  he  might  hope,  that,  even  should  the  Miss 
Dundases  entirely  forget  his  claims  on  them,  his 
labour  coukU  in  the  course  of  time,  make  drawings 
buiiicient  to  cover  the  residue  of  the  debt  I  But  he 
v^as  not  permitted  to  put  this  calculation  to  the 
trial. 

When  he  called  on  the  apothecary,  and  offered 
him  five  guineas,  the  man  refused  it  with  insolence,^ 
insisting  upon  having  the  whole.  Unused  to  the 
laneiuige  of  compnlsion  and  vulgarity,  the  count 
quitted  the  shop,  telling  the  man  that  he  was  at 
iiberly  to  act  as  he  thought  fit  ;  and,  with  no  very 
^KTene  countenance,  he  entered  the  undertfiker's. 
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warehouse.  This  man  was  civil :  to  hira  Thadde- 
us  gave  the  sum,  half  of  which  the.  apothecary  had 
rejected  with  so  much  derision.  The  undertaker's 
politeness  a  little  calmed  the  irritated  temper  of  the 
count,  who  returned  home,  musing  on  the  vile  na- 
ture of  that  part  of  mankind,  which  can  with  indif-. 
ference  heap  insult  upon  distress. 

Judging  men  by  his  own  disposition,  he  seldom 
gave  credence  to  the  possibility  of  such  conduct* 
He  had  been  told  of  dastardly  spirits  ;  but  never 
having  seen  thcmj  and  possessing  no  prototype, 
within  his  own  breast  of  what  he  heard,  the  repeated 
relation  passed  over  his  mind  without  leaving  an. 
impression.  He  sprung  into  the  world,  filled  with 
animating  hopes  of  virtue  and  renown.  He  was  . 
virtuous  ;  he  became  powerful,  great,  and  renown- 
ed. Creation  seemed  paradise  to  his  eyes  :  It  was 
the  task  of  adversity  to  teach  him  a  different  lesson-, 
of  mankind.  Not  less  virtuous,  not  less  great,  his 
fortunes  fell,  he  became  poor ;  the  perfidy,  the? 
hardheartedness  of  man,  made,  and  kept  him. 
friendless.  When  he  wanted  succour  and  consola- 
tion, he  found  the  world  peopled  by  a  race  toa 
mean,  even  to  bear  the  stamp  of  the  devil. 

Whilst  Sobieski  was  employed  next  morning  at 
his  drawing,  Mrs.  Robson  sent  Nancy  to  say,  that 
there  were  two  strange  looking  men  below,  who- 
wanted  to  speak  with  him.  Not  doubting  that  they 
were,  messengers  from  the  apothecary,  he  desired 
the  girl  to  shew  them  up  stairs.  When  they  en- 
tered his  room,  the  count,  with  the  politeness  spon- 
taneous to  his  ever  wakeful  benevolence,  rose. 
One  of  the  men  stepped  forward,  and  laying  a  slip 
of  paper  on  the  table,  said,  "  I  arrest  you.  Sir,  at 
the  suit  of  Mr.  Jackson,  the  apothecary.'* 
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Thaddeus  coloured  ;  but,  suppressing  every  in- 
dignant emotion,  he  calmly  asked  the  men,  whith- 
er they  were  going  to  take  him  ? 

'*  if  you  like,**  replied  one  of  them,  "  you  may 
be  well  enough  lotlged.  I  never  heard  a  word 
against  Clements   in  Wych-street/' 

"  Is  that  a  prison  ?"  inquired  Thaddeus. 

"  No,  not  exactly  that,  Sir  ;"  answered  the  other 
man,  laughing.  You  seem  to  know  little  of  the 
matter,  which,  for  a  Frenchman,  is  odd  enough  I 
But  mayhap  you  have  never  a  lock-up-house  in 
France  ?  Howsomever^  if  you  pay  well,  Mr.  Clem- 
ents will  give  you  lodgings  as  long  as  you  like. 
It  is  only  poor  rogues  who  are  obligated  to  go  to 
Newgate  ;  such  gemmeri  as  you  can  live  as  gint-eelly 
in  Wych-street,  as  at  their  own  houses." 

There  was  such  an  air  of  derision  about  this  fel- 
low, as  he  spoke  and  glanced  round  the  room,  that 
Thaddeus,  sternly  contracting  his  brows,  deigned 
to  take  no  further  notice  of  him  ;  bnt,  turning  to- 
wards his  more  civil  companion,  said, 

"  Has  this  person  informed  me  rightly  ?  Am  I 
going  to  a  prison,  or  am  I  not  ?  If  I  do  not  possess 
money  to  pay  Mr.  Jackson,  I  can  have  none  to 
spend  elsewhere." 

**  Then  you  must  go  to  Newgate,"  answered  the 
man,  in  as  surly  a  tone  as  his  comrade's  had  been 
insolent. 

"  ril  run  for  a  coach,  Wilson,"  cried  the  other, 
opening  the  room  door. 

*'  I  will  not  pay  for  one,"  said  Thaddeus,  at  once 
comprehending  the  sort  of  wretches  into  whose 
custody  he  had  fallen  ;  "follow  me  down  stairs. 
I  shall  walk." 
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Mrs.  Robson  was  in  her  shop  as  he  passed  to 
the  street.  She  called  out,  "  You  will  come  home 
to  dinner,  Sir  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  he  ;  "  but  you  shall  hear  frona 
me  before  night." 

The  men,  winking  at  each  other,  sullenly  pur- 
sued his  steps  down  the  Lane.  In  the  Strand, 
Thaddeus  asked  them  which  way  he  was  to  pro- 
ceed. 

"Straight  on,"  cried  one  of  them  ;  "  most  folks 
fifld  the  road  to  a  gaol  easy  enough." 

Involved  in  thought,  the  count  walked  forward, 
^mmindful  of  the  stare  which  the  well  known  occu- 
pation of  his  attendants  attracted  towards  him. 
When  he  arrived  at  Somerset-house,  one  of  the 
men  stepped  up  to  him,  and  said,  "  We  are  now 
nearly  opposite  Wych-street.  You  had  better 
take  your  mind  again,  and  go  there  instead  of  New- 
gate. I  don't  much  think  you  will  like  the  debtor's 
hole." 

Thaddeus,  coldly  thanking  him,  repeated  his  de- 
termination to  be  led  to  Newgate.  But  when  he 
beheld  the  immense  walls,  within  which  he  believ- 
ed he  should  be  immured  for  life,  his  feet  seemed 
rooted  to  the  ground  :  and  when  the  massy  gates 
were  opened,  and  closed  upon  him,  he  felt  as  if 
suddenly  deprived  of  the  vital  spring  of  existence. 
A  mist  spread  over  his  eyes,  his  soul  shuddered, 
and  with  difficulty  he  followed  the  men  into  the 
place  where  his  commitment  was  to  be  ratified. 
Here,  all  the  proud  energies  of  bis  nature  again 
rallied  round  his  heart. 

The  brutal  questions  of  the  people  in  office,  re- 
echoed by  taunts  from  the  wretches  who  had 
brought   him  to  the  prison.,  \vere  of  ^   strain   sd^. 
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much  beneath  his  answering,  that  he  stood  perfect- 
ly silent  during  the  business  ;  and  when  dismissed, 
without  evincing  any  signs  of  discomposure,  fol- 
lowed the  turnkey  to  hi&cell. 

One  deal  chair,  a  table,  and  a  miserable  bedj, 
were  all  the  furniture  it  contained.  The  floor  was 
paved  with  flags  ;  and  the  sides  of  the  apartment 
daubed  with  discoloured  plaster,  part  of  which, 
having  been  peeled  off*  by  the  damp,  exposed  to 
view  large  spaces  of  the  naked  stones. 

Before  the  turnkey  withdrew,  he  asked  Thad- 
deus  whether  he  wanted  any  thing  ? 

"  Only  a  pen,  ink,  and  paper." 

The  man  held  out  his  hand. 

"  I  have  no  money,"  replied  Sobieski. 

*'  Then  you  get  nothing  here,"  answered  the  fel- 
low, pulling  the  door  after  him. 

Thaddeus  threw  himself  on  the  chair,  and,  in 
the  bitterness  of  the  moment,  exclaimed,  "  Can 
these  scoundrels  be  christians?  Can  they  be 
men  ?"  He  cast  his  eyes  round  him  with  the 
wildness  of  despair  :  "  All  powerful  Heaven  !  Can 
it  be  possible,  that,  for  a  few  guineas,  I  am  to  be 
confined  in  this  place  during  life  ?  In  these  nar- 
row bounds,  am  I  to  waste  my  youth,  my  exist- 
ence ?  Even  so  ;  I  cannot,  I  will  not  degrade  the 
spirit  of  Poland,  by  imploring  assistance  from  any 
native  of  a  land,  in  which  avaince  has  extinguished 
the  feelings  of  humanity." 

By  the  next  morning,  the  first  paroxysm  of  in- 
dignation having  subsided,  Thaddeus  entertained  a 
cooler  and  more  reasonable  opinion  of  his  situation. 
He  considered,  that  though  he  was  a  prisoner,  it 
was  in  consequence  of  debts  incurred  in  behalf  of 
tt  friend,  whose   latter  hours  were  rendered  less 
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wretched  by  such  means.  Knowing  that,  notwith- 
standing '  all  that  man  could  do  unto  him*  he  had 
brought  an  approving  conscience,  to  lighten  the 
glooms  of  his  dungeon,  he  resumed  his  wonted 
serenity  ;  and  continued  to  distance  the  imperti- 
nent freedom  of  his  gaolers  by  a  stern  dignity, 
which  extorted  civility,  and  commanded  respect. 
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CHAP.  X, 


Several  days  elapsed,  without  the  inhabitants 
H)f  Harley-street  hearing  any  tidings  of  Thaddeus. 

Miss  Dundas  never  bestowed  a  thought  on  his 
absence,  except  when  descanting  on  her  favourite 
subject,  "  the  insolence  of  dependant  people,"  she 
alleged  his  daring  to  withdraw  himself,  as  an  in- 
stance. Miss  Euphemia  uttered  all  her  com- 
plaints to  Miss  Beaufort,  whom  she  accused  of 
not  being  satisfied  with  seducing  the  affections  of 
Mr.  Constantine,  but  she  must  also  spirit  him 
away,  lest  by  remorse  he  should  be  induced  to  re- 
new his  former  devotion  at  the  shrine  of  her  tried 
constancy. 

Mary  found  these  secret  conferences  very  fre- 
quent and  very  teizing.  She  believed  neither  the 
count's  past  devoirs  to  Euphemia,  nor  his  pres- 
ent allegiance  to  herself.  With  anxiety,  she 
watched  the  slow  decline  of  every  succeeding 
day,  hoping,  that  each  knock  at  the  door  would 
present  either  himself,  or  an  apology  for  his  ab- 
sence. 

In  vain  her  reason  urged  the  weakness  and  folly 
of  giving  way  to  the  influence  of  a  passion,  as 
violent  as  it  was  unforeseen.  "  It  is  not  his  person- 
al graces  ;"  murmured  she,  whilst  her  dewy  eyes 
remained  rivetted  on  the  floor  ;  "  it  is  not  they  ; 
they  have';  not  accomplished  this  effect  on  me  ! 
No  !  matchless  as  he  is  ;  though  his  covmtenance, 
when  illumined  by  the  rare  splendours  of  genius, 
expresses  godlike  beauty  ;  yet,  my  heart  tells  me, 
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1  would  rather  see  all  that  perfection  demolished, 
than  lose  one  beam  of  those  bright  charities,  which 
first  attracted  my  esteem.  Yes,  Constantine  1" 
cried  she,  rising  in  agitation  ;  "  I  could  adore  thy 
virtues  were  they  even  in  the  bosom  of  deformity. 
It  is  these  that  I  love  ;  it  is  these  that  are  thyself ! 
It  is  thy  noble,  god-like  soul,  that  so  entirely  fills 
my  heart  ;  and  will  forever  !" 

She  recalled  the  hours,  which  in  his  society 
glided  so  swiftly  by,  to  pass  in  review  before  her. 
They  came,  and  her  tears  redoubled.  Neither  his 
words,  nor  his  looks,  had  been  kinder  to  her,  than 
to  Miss  Egerton,  or  lady  Sara  Roos.  She  remem- 
bered his  wild  action  in  the  Park  i  it  had  trans- 
ported her  at  the  moment  ;  it  even  now  made  her 
heart  throb ;  but  she  ceased  lo  believe  it  intended 
more,  than  an  animated  expression  of  gratitude. 

An  adverse  apprehension  seemed  to  have  taken 
possession  of  her  breast.  In  proportion  to  the  ve- 
hemence of  Miss  Euphemia*s  reproaches,  (who 
insisted  on  the  passion  of  Thaddeus,)  she  the  more 
doubted  the  evidence  of  those  delightful  emotions, 
which  had  rushed  over  her  soul,  when  she  found 
li^r-hand  so  fervently  pressed  in  his. 

Euphemia  never  made  a  secret  of  the  tendresse 
she  professed  :  and  Miss  Beaufort,  having  been 
taught  by  her  own  heart,  to  read  distinctly  the 
eyes  of  lady  Sara,  the  result  of  her  observations 
had  long  acted  as  a  caustic  on  her  peace  :  it  rob- 
bed her  cheeks  of  their  bloom,  and  compelled  her 
to  number  the  lingering  minutes  of  the  night  with 
sighs.  But  her  deep  and  modest  fiame  assumed 
no  violence  ;  retreated  far  from  sight,  it  burnt  the 
more  intensely. 
Vol.  II.  1^1 
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Instead  of  overvaluing  the  fine  person  of  Thad- 
deus,  the  encomiums  which  it  exacted  even  from 
the  lips  of  prejudice,  occasioned  one  source  of  her 
pain.  She  could  not  bear  to  think  it  probable,  that 
the  man,  whom  she  believed,  and  knew  to  be  gift- 
ed with  every  attribute  of  goodness  and  of  heroism, 
might  one  day  be  induced  to  sacrifice  the  rich 
treasure  of  his  mind  to  a  creature,  who  would  se- 
lect him  from  the  rest,  merely  on  account  of  his 
exterior  superiority. 

Such  was  the  train  of  Mary's  meditations,  when 
covering  her  face  with  her  handkerchief,  she  e^t- 
claimed  in  a  tender  and  interrupted  voice,  "  Ah  1 
why  did  I  leave  my  quiet  home,  to  expose  myself 
to  the  vicissitudes  of  society  ?  sequestered  from  the 
world,  neither  its  pageants  nor  its  mortifications 
could  have  reached  me  there.  I  have  seen  thee, 
matchless  Constantine  1  Like  a  bright  star,  thou 
hast  passed  before  my  eyes  !  Like  a  being  of  a 
superior  order  !  And  I  never,  never  can  debase  my 
nature,  to  love  another.  Thy  image  shall  follow 
me  into  solitude  ;  shall  consecrate  my  soul  to  the 
practice  of  every  virtue  I  I  will  emulate  thy  excel- 
lence, when,  perhaps,  thou  hast  forgotten  that  I 
exist." 

The  fit  of  despondence,  which  threatened  to  suc- 
ceed this  last  melancholy  reflection,  was  interrupted 
J)y  the  sudden  entrance. of  Euphemia.  Miss  Beau- 
fort hastily  rose,  and  drew  her  ringlets  over  her 
eyes. 

''  O,  Mary  1"  cried  the  little  beauty,  holding  up 
iier  pretty  hands,  "  What  do  you  think  has 
Jiappened  1" 

"  What  ?"  demanded  she  in  alarm,  and  hasten- 
ing towards  the  door,  "  any  thing  to  my  aunt  ?" 


THADDEUS     OF     WARSAW.  127 

*'*  No,  no  :"  answered  Eupbemia,  catching  her 
by  the  arm  ;  "  but  could  my  injured  heart  derive 
satisfaction  from  revenge,  I  should  now  be  happy. 
Punishment  has  overtaken  the  faithless  Con- 
stantine." 

Miss  Beaufort  looked  aghast  ;  and  grasping  the 
back  of  a  chair,  to  prevent  herself  'from  falling, 
breathlessly  inquired  what  she  meant. 

"  Gh  1  he  is  sent  to  prison  1"  cried  Euphemia, 
not  regarding  the  real  agitation  of  her  auditor,  (so 
entirely  was  she  occupied  in  appearing  overwhelm- 
ed with  distress  herself,)  and  wringing  her  hands, 
she  continued,  in  a  whimpering  voice,  "  that  fright- 
.ful  wretch,  Mr.  Lascelles,  is  just  come  in  to  din- 
ner. You  cannot  think  with  what  devilish  glee  he 
told  me,  that,  about  a  week  ago,  as  be  was  driving 
out  of  town,  he  saw  Mr.  Constantine,  with  two 
bailiffs  behind  him,  walking  down  Fleet-street  ! 
And,  besides,  I  verily  believe,  he  said  he  had  irons 
on." 

"Father  of  heaven  !*'  ejaculated  Mary,  with  a 
cry  of  terror  at  this  ad  libitum  addition  of  Euphe- 
mia's,  "  What  can  he  have  done  ?" 

"  Bless  my  soul,  child,"  returned  Euphemia, 
staring  at  her,  as  she  sat  pale  and  trembling 
in  a  chair  ;  "  Why,  what  frightens  you  so  ?  Does 
not  every  body  run  in  debt  without  minding  it  r" 

Miss  Beaufort  shook  her  head  ; ,  and,  looking 
distractedly  abou-t  her,  put  her  hand  to  her  fore- 
head.. Euphemia,  now  quite  alarmed,  forced  her 
to  drink  some  water;  and,  whilst  the  horror- 
struck  Mary,  with  ten  thousand  vague  and  hideous 
fancies  racking  her  heart,  leaned  against  the  wall, 
the  little  beauty,  unconscious  what  part  of  her  narra- 
tive occasioned  these  emotions,  thought  to  ob- 
literate what  she   had  said,   by  saying  more  ;    and 
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determining  not  to  be  outdone  in  '  ie7ider  wo*' 
drew  forth  her  handkerchief,  and  putting  it  to  her 
eyes,  resumed  in  a  piteous  tone  : — 

"  I  am  sure  I  shall  hate  Lascelles  all  my  life, 
because  he  did  not  stop  the  men,  and  inquire  what 
jail  they  were  taking  him  to  !  You  know,  my  dear> 
you  and  I  might  have  visited  him.  It  would  have 
been  delightful  to  have  consoled  his  sad  iiours  1 
We  might  have  planned  his  escape." 

"  In  irons  !"  ejaculated  Mary,  raising  her  tear- 
less eye  to  heaven. 

Euphemia  coloured  at  the  agonized  manner  in 
which  these  words  were  reiterated,  and  rather  con- 
fusedly replied,  "  not  absolutely  in  irons.  You 
know  that  is  a  metaphorical  term  for  captivity.'* 

"  Then  he  was  not  in  irons  I"  cried  Miss  Beau** 
fort,  seizing  her  hand  eagerly,  "  Tell  me,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  tell  me,  he  was  not  in  irons." 

"Why  then,"  returned  Euphemia,  half  angry 
at  being  obliged  to  contradict  herself;  "  if  you  are 
such  a  fool,  that  you  cannot  understand  poetical 
language,  I  must  tell  you  he  was  not." 

Mary  heard  no  further  ;  but  even  at  the  mo- 
ment when  a  bright  glow  overspread  her  counte- 
nance, fell  back  senseless  into  the  chair. 

Euphemia  flew  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and 
shrieking  violently,  stood  wringing  her  hands,  un- 
lil  Diana  and  lady  Dundas,  followed  by  several  gen- 
tlemen, hastened  out  of  the  saloon,  and  demanded 
what  was  the  matter  ?  as  Euphemia  pointed  to 
Miss  Beaufort's  dressing-room  door,  she  stagger- 
ed, and  sinking  into  the  arms  of  lord  Elesmere, 
fell  into  the  most  outrageous  hysterics.  The 
marquis,,  who  had  just  dropt  in  on  his  return  from 
St.  James's,  was  so  afraid  of  the  agitated  lady's 
tearing  his  point-lace  ruffles,  that,  in  almost  as 
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ireTnbl'niga  state  as  herself,  he  gladly  shuffled  her 
into  the  hands  of  her  maid,  and  scampering  down 
stairs,  as  if  all  bedlam  were  at  his  heels,  sprung 
into  his  vis-a-vis,  ?ind  drove  off  like  lightning. 

When  Miss  Beaufort  opened  her  eyes,  at  the 
sight  of  such  a  crowd  she  almost  relapsed  ;  but, 
trying  to  dispel  her  confusion,  she  arose,  and  sup- 
porting herself  on  the  arm  of  Mrs.  Dorothy's  maid, 
thanked  the  company  for  their  attention,  and  desir- 
ed to  be  assisted  to  her  chamber.  . 

Meanwhile,  Euphemia,  who  had  been  carried 
down  into  the  saloon,  thought  it  time  to  raise  her 
lily  head,  and  utter  a  few  incoherent  words  :  the 
instant  they  were  breathed.  Miss  D.undas  and  Mr. 
Lascelles,  in  one  voice,  demanded  what  was  the 
matter.  . 

"  Has  not  Mary  told  you  ?'*  returned  her  sister, 
languidly  opening  her  eyes. 

"  No  ;".  answered  Lascelles,  rubbing  his  hands 
with  delighted  curiosity ;  "  Come,  let  us  have  it  V* 
Euphemia  pleased  at  this,  and  loving  mystery  with 
all  her  heart  waved  her  hand  solemnly,  and,  in  an 
awful  tone,  replied  ;  "  Then  it  passes  not  my  lips." 
"  What,  Phemy  ?'*  cried  he,  "  you  want  us  to 
believe  that  you  have  seen  a  ghost  ?  But  you  for- 
get, they  don't  walk  at  mid-day." 

"  Believe  what  you  like,"  returned  she,  with  an 
air  of  consequential  contempt  ;  "  I  am  satisfied  to 
keep  the  secret." 

Miss  Dundas  burst  into  a  provoking  laugh  ;  and 
calling  her  the  most  incorrigible  little  idiot  in  the 
world  encouraged  Lascelles  to  join  in  the  ridicule. 
Determining  to  gratify  his  spleen,  if  he  could  not 
satisfy  his  curiosity,  this  witless  coxcomb  continu- 
ed the  whole  day  in  Harley-street,  for  the  mere 
M   2 
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pleasure  of  tormenting  Euphernia.     From  the  din- 
ner hour,  until  1 2  at  night,  neither  his  drowsy  fancy, 
nor  wakeful  malice,  could  find  one  other  weapon 
of  assault,  than  the  stale  joke§  of  ?nysterious  chaiti' 
ders,  lovers  incognito  ;    or  the  silly  addition  of  two 
Cupid-struck  sweeps  popping  down  the  chimney, 
to  pay  their  addresses   to  the  fair  friends.     Diana 
talked  of  Jupiter   with   his  thunder  ;  and,  patting 
her  sister  under  the  chin,  added,  "  I  cannot  doubt 
that  Miss   Beaufort  is  the  favoured  Semele  :  But, 
"i^y  dear,  you  over-acted  your  character  !    As  con- 
iidant,   a  few  tears  were  enough  when  your    lady 
fainted."     During  these  attacks,  Euphernia  reclin- 
f^d  pompously  on  a  sofa,  and  not  deigning  a  reply, 
repelled  them  with  much  conceit  and  haughtiness. 
Miss  Beaufort  remained  above  an  hour  alone  in 
her  chamber,  before  she  ventured   to  go  near  her 
aunt.     Hurt  to  the  soul,  that  the  idle  folly  of  Eu- 
phernia  should    have  aroused  a  terror,  which  had 
completely  unveiled  to  the  eyes  of  that  inconsider- 
ate girl,  the  empire  which  Thaddeus  held  over  her 
fate,  Mary  overwhelmed  with  shame,  and  arraign- 
ing her  easy  credulity,  threw  herself  on  the  bed. 

Horror-struck  at  hearing  he  was  led  along  the 
streets  in  chains,  she  could  have  no  other  idea,  but 
that,  hurried  into  the  commission  of  some  dreadful 
deed,  he  was  become  amenable  to  the  laws,  and 
might  suffer  an  ignominious  death.  These 
thoughts,  having  rushed  at  once  on  her  heart,  de- 
prived her  of  all  self-command.  In  the  conviction 
that  he  was  a  murderer,  she  felt  as  if  her  life,  her 
honour,  her  soul  were  annihilated.  And  when, 
in  consequence  of  her  agonies,  Euphemia  confessed 
that  she  had,  in  this  last  matter,  told  a  falsehood^ 
*.!ie  tu^TQuIt  of  her  joy  took  refuse  in  insensibility. 


THADDEUS   OF    WARSAW.  13  T 

Before  Miss  Beaufort  quitted  her  room,  various 
plans  suggested  themselves  to  relieve  the  unfortu- 
nate Thaddeus.  She  found  no  hesitation  in  believ- 
ing him  poor  ;  and  perhaps  rendered  wretchedly 
so,  by  the  burthen  of  that  sick  friend,  who,  she  sus- 
pected, might  be  some  near  relation.  At  any  rate, 
she  resolved  that  another  sun  should  not  pass  over 
her  head,  and  shine  on  him  in  a  prison.  Having 
determined  to  pay  all  his  debts  herself,  she  next 
thought  of  how  she  might  manage  the  affair,  with- 
out betraying  the  hand  whence  the  assistance  came. 
Had  her  aunt  been  well  enough  to  leave  the  house, 
she  could  not  have  scrupled  at  unfolding  to  her  the 
recent  calamity  of  Mr.  Constantine.  But  well 
aware  that  Mrs.  Dorothy's  maidenly  nicety  would 
be  outraged  at  a  young  woman  appearing  the  sole 
mover  in  such  a  business,  she  conceived  herself 
obliged,  at  present,  entirely  to  withhold  her  confi- 
dence, and  decide  on  prosecuting  the  whole  trans- 
action alone. 

In  consequence  of  these  meditations,  her  spirits 
became  less  discomposed  ;  and,  turning  towards 
Mrs.  Dorothy  Somerset's  apartments,  she  found 
the  good  old  lady  sipping  her  chocolate. 

"  What  is  this  I  have  just  heard,  my  dear  Mary  ? 
AVilliams  tells  me  you  have  been  ill  !" 

Miss  Beaufort  returned  her  aunt's  gracious  in- 
quiry with  an  affectionate  kiss  ;  and,  proceeding  to 
inform  her,  that  she  had  only  been  alarmed  by  an 
invention  of  Miss  Euphemiu's,  she  begged  that 
the  subject  might  drop,  it  being  merely  one  out  of 
the  many  schemes,  which  she  believed  that  young 
lady  had  devised  to  give  her  torment. 

"  Ah  i"  replied  Mrs.  Dorothy,  '^  I  hope  I  shall 
be  well  enough  to  travel  in  the  course  of  a  few  days ! 
I  can  now  walk  vrith  a  stick  j    and,  upon  my  word. 
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I  am  heartily  tired,  both  of  lady  Dundas  and  her  • 
daughters.*' 

Mary  expressed  similar  sentiments  with  these  ; 
but,  as  the  declaration  passed  her  lips,  a  sigh  almost 
buried  the  last  word*  Go  when  she  would,  she  must 
leave  Constantine  behind;  leave  him,  without  an 
expectation  of  beholding  him  more  ;  without  a  hope 
of  penetrating  the  thick  cloud,  which  involved  him  ; 
and,  with  which,  he  had  ever  baffled  any  attempt 
to  discover  his  birth  or  misfortunes.  She  wept 
over  this  refinement  on  delicacy,  and  '  loved  him 
dearer  for  his  mystery.' 

When  the  dawn  broke  next  morning,  it  shone 
on  Miss  Beaufort's  yet  unclosed  eyes.  Sleep  could 
find  no  languid  faculty  in  her  head,  whilst  her  heart 
was  agitated  with  plans  for  the  relief  of  Thaddeus.: 
The  idea  of  visiting  the  coffee  house  to  which  she 
knew  the  Miss  Dundases  directed  their  letters,  and 
of  asking  questions  about  a  young  and  handsome 
man,  made  her  timiciity  shrink. 

''  But,"  exclaimed  she,  "  I  am  not  going  on  an 
errand  which  could  spread  a  blush  on  the  cheek  of 
prudery  itself.  I  am  going  to  impart  alleviation 
to  the  sufferings  of  the  noblest  creature  that  ever 
walked  the  earth.** 

Perhaps  there  are  few  persons,  who,  being  audi- 
tors of  this  speech,  would  have  decided  quite  so 
candidly  on  the  superlative  by  which  it  was  con- 
cluded. Mary  herself  was  not  wholly  divested  of 
doubt  about  the  issue  of  her  conduct  ;  but,  con- 
scious that  her  motive  was  pure,  she  descended  to 
the  breakfast- room  with  quieter  mind  than  countie- 
nance. 

Never  before,  having  had  occasion  to  throw  a 
false  gloss  on  her  actions,  she  scarcely  looked  up 
during  breakfast.     When  the  cloth  was  removed, 
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she  rose  suddenly  from  her  chair,  and  turriing  to. 
Mrs.  Dorothy,  who  sat  at  the  other  end  of  the  par- 
lour, with  her  foot  on  a  stool,  she  said,  "  Good  bye, 
aunt.  I  am  going  to,  make  some  particular  calls  ; 
but  I  shall  be  back  in  a  few  hours.*'  Luckily,  no 
one  observed  her  blushing  face  whilst  she  spoke, 
nor  the  manner  in  which  she  shook  hands  with  the 
old  lady,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

Breathless  with  confusion,  she  could  scarcely 
stand  when  she  arrived  in  her  owa  chamber  ;  bitt 
aware  that  no  time  ought  to  be  lost,  she  tied  on  a- 
muslin  cloak,  covered  her  head  with  a  large  sum- 
mer bonnet,  and  put  a  long  shawl,  with  a  veil,  into 
her  pocket.  She  hesitated  a  moment  at  her  cham- 
ber door  ;  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  drawn  from 
her  heart  by  that  keen  spirit  of  truth,  which  had 
ever  been  the  guardian  of  her  conduct.  Looking 
up  to  heaven,  she  sunk  down  on  her  knees,  and 
exclaimed  with  impetuosity,  "  Father  of  mercy  I 
thou  only  knowest  my  heart  1  Direct  me,  1  be- 
seech thee  !  Let  me  not  commit  any  thing  unv/or- 
Ihy  of  myself,  or  of  the  unhappy  Constantine — for 
whom  I  would  sacrifice  my  life  ;  but  not  my  duty 
to  thee  !'*' 

Re-assured  by  the  confidence  which  this  simple 
act  of  devotion  inspired,  she  took  her  parasol,  and 
descended  the  stairs.  The  porter  was  alone  in  the 
hall.     She  inquired  for  her  servant. 

"  He  is  not  returned,  madam.'* 

Miss  Beaufort,  having  foreseen  the  necessity  of 
getting  rid  of  all  attendants,  had  sent  her  footman 
on  an  errand  as  far  as  Cheapside. 

^'  It  is  of  no  consequence,"  returned  she  to  the 

porter,  who  was  just  going  to  propose  one  of  lady 

Dundas's  men  ;  "  I  cannot  meet  with  any  thing 
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disagreeable  at  this  time  of  day,  so  I  shall  walk 
alone.'* 

The  man  opened  the  door  :  and  Mary,  with  a 
bounding  heart,  hastened  down  the  street,  acrossr 
the  square,,  and  at  the  bottom  of  Orchard-street, 
stepped  into  a  hackney-coach,  which  she  ordered 
to  drive  to  Slaughter's  coffee-house,  St,  Martin's-- 
lane. 

She  drew  up  the  glasses  ;  then  taking  the  shawl: 
and  veil,  with  trembling  hands  covered  her  grace- 
ful figure.  Various  thoughts  agitated  her  anxiou* 
mind  whilst  the  carriage  rolled  along  :  and  whea 
it  drew  up  at  the  coffee-house,  she  involuntaril}^ 
retreated  into  the  corner.  The  coach  door  wasi 
opened. 

"  Will  you  alight,  ma'am  ?*' 

"  No  ;  call  the  waiter." 

A  waiter  appeared;,  and  Miss  Beaufort,  in  Jt^ 
tolerably  collected  voice,  inquired  if  Mr.  Constan-j . 
tine  lived  there. 

"No,  ma'am." 

A  cold  dew  stood  on  her  forehead  ;  but  taking 
courage  from  a  latent  and  last  hope,  she  added, 
"  I  know  that  he  has  had  letters  directed  to  this 
place." 

"O  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma*am  !'*  returned 
the  man,  evidently  recollecting  himself;  "Ire- 
member  a  person  of  that  name  has  received  letters 
from  hence,  but  they  were  always  fetched  away  by 
a  little  girl." 

"  And  do  you  not  know  where  he  lives  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am  ;"  answered  he,  "  yet  some  one 
else  may  ;  I  will  inquire." 

Miss  Beaufort  bowed  her  head  in  token  of 
acknowledgment,  and  sat  shivering  with  suspensje; 
until  he  returned,  followed. by  another  man, 
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'^'  This  person,  ma'am,*'  resumed  he,  "  says  he 
can  tell  you." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you  1"  cried  Mary,  then, 
blushing  at  her  eagerness,  she  stopped,  and  drew 
back  into  the  carriage. 

"  I  cannot  for  certain,"  said  the  man,  "  but  I 
know  the  girl  very  well  by  sight,  who  comes  for 
the  letters  ;  and  I  have  often  seen  her  standing  at 
the  door  of  a  chandler's  shop,  a  good  way  down 
the  lane.  I  think  it  is  No.  5,  or  6,  I  sent  a  wo- 
man there,  who  came  after  the  same  gentleman, 
about  a  fortnight  ago.     I  dare  say  he  lives  there." 

Miss  Beaufort's  expectations  sunk  again,  when 
she  found  that  she  had  nothing  but  a  dare  say  to 
depend  on  ;  and,  giving  half  a  crown  to  each  of 
her  informers,  she  desired  the  coachman  to  drive 
as  they  would  direct  him. 

Whilst  the  carriage  drove  down  the  lane,  with  a 
heart  full  of  fears,  she  looked  from  side  to  side, 
almost  believing  that  she  should  know,  by  intui- 
tion, the  house  which  had  contained  Constantine. 
When  the  man  checked  his  horses,  and  her  eyes 
iell  on  the  little  mean  dwelling  of  Mrs.  Robson, 
she  smothered  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Can  this  be  the  house  in  which  Constantino 
has  lived  ?  How  comfortless  ! — And  should  it  not," 
thought  she,  as  the  man  got  off  his  box  to  inquire, 
"  whither  shall  I  go  for  information  ?" 

The  appearance  of  Mrs.  Robson,  and  her  im^ 
mediate  affirmative  to  the  question,  "  Are  these 
Mr.  Constantine's  lodgings  ?"  at  once  dispelled 
this  last  anxiety.  Encouraged  by  the  motherly  ex- 
pression of  the  good  woman's  manner,  Mary  beg- 
ged leave  to  alight.  Mrs.  Robson  readily  offered 
her  arm ;    and,  with  many  apologies  for  the  disor* 
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clered  state  of  the   house,  led  her  up  stairs  to  the 
room  which  had  been  the  count's  home. 

Mary  trembled  violently  ;  but,  seeing  that  every 
thin^  depended  on  self  command,  with  apparent 
tranquillitVi  she  received  the  chair  that  was  present- 
ed to  i^er,  nnd,  turning  her  eyes  from  the  books 
and  tlruwings,  which  told  her  so  truly  in  whose 
apartment  she  was,  she  desired  Mrs.  Robson,  who 
continued  standing,  to  be  seated.  The  good  woman 
t>beyed  ;  and,  after  some  trepidation,  she  asked 
where  Mr.  Constantine  was  ?  Mrs.  Robson  colour^ 
ed,  and  looking  at  her  questioner  for  some  time, 
^s  if  doubting  what  to  say,  burst  into  tears. 

Miss  Beaufort's  ready  eyes  were  much  inclined 
to  flow  in  concert ;  but,  subduing  the  strong  emo- 
tions which  shook  her,  she  added,  "  I  do  not  come 
hither  out  of  impertinent  curiosity.  I  have  heard 
of  the  misfortunes  of  Mr.  Constantine.  I  am  well 
known  to  his  friends.** 

"  Dear  lady  1'*  cried  the  good  woman,  grasping 
at  any  prospect  of  succour  to  her  benefactor  ;  "If 
he  has  friends,  whoever  they  are,  tell  them  he  is 
the  noblest,  most  humane  gentleman  in  the  world. 
Tell  them  he  has  saved  me  and  mine  from  the 
deepest  want  ;  and  now  he  is  sent  to  prison,  be- 
cause he  cannot  pay  the  cruel  doctor  who  attended 
the  poor  dead  genei'al  !'* 

"Wiiat,  is  his  friend  dead  ?"  ejaculated  Mary, 
unable  to  restrain  the  tears  which  now  streamed 
over  her  face. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mrs.  Robsoi)  ;  "  Poor  old  gentle- 
man !  he  is  dead  sure  enough  ;  and,  Heaven 
kilows,  many  have  been  the  dreary  hours  the  deat* 
younf^:  man  has  watched  by  his  pillow  I  he  difed  irt 
that  room/* 
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»<  Miss  Beaufort's  swimming  eyes  would  not  al- 
low her  to  discern  objects,  through  the  open  door 
of  that  apartment,  within  which  the  heart  of  Thad- 
deus  had  undergone  such  variety  of  misery.  Form- 
ing an  irresistible  wish  to  know  whether  the  de- 
ceased Were  any  relation  of  Constantine,  she  paus- 
ed a  moment  to  compose  the  agitation  which 
might  betray  her,  and  then  asked. 

"  I  thought,  ma'am,"  replied  Mrs.  Robson, 
"  that  you  said  you  knew  his  friends  ?" 

"  Only  his  English  ones,"  returned  Mary,  a  lit- 
tle confused  at  the  suspicion  which  this  answer 
implied  ;  I  imagined  that  this  old  gentleman 
might  have  been  his  father,  or  an  uncle,  or " 

"  O  no,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Robson,  sorrowfully  ; 
*'  he  has  neither  father,  mother,  nor  uncle,  in  the 
wide  world.  He  once  told  me  that  they  were  all 
dead,  and  that  he  saw  them  die.  Alas  !  sweet 
soul  1  What  a  power  of  griefs  he  must  have  seen 
in  his  young  life  !  But  Heaven  will  favour  him  at 
last  ;  for  though  he  is  in  misfortune  himself,  he 
has  been  a  blessing  to  the  widow  and  the  orphan  1" 

"  Do  you  know  the  amount  of  his  debts  ?"  ask- 
ed Miss  Beaufort. 

"  Only  thirty  pounds,"  returned  Mrs.  Robson  ; 
"  and  for  that  they  took  him  out  of  this  room  a 
week  ago  ;  and  hurried  him  away  without  letting 
me  know  a  word  of  the  matter.  I  believe,  to  this 
hour,  I  should  not  have  known  where  he  was,  if 
that  brute,  Mr  Jackson,  had  not  come  to  demand 
all  that  Mr.  Constantine  left  in  my  care.  But  I 
would  not  let  him  have  it  ;  I  told  the  man,  if  my 
lodger  had  filled  my  house  with  bags  of  gold,  he 
should  not  touch  a  shilling  ;  and  then  the  ill-ua- 
Vol.  II.  N 
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tured  wretch  abused  me,  and  told  me  Mr.  Constan- 
tine  was  in  Newgate." 

"  In  Newgate  1" 

*' Yes,  madam.  I  immediately  ran  there,  and 
found  him  more  able  to  comfort  me,  than  I  was 
able  to  speak  to  him." 

"  Then  be  at  rest,  my  good  woman,"  returned 
Miss  Beaufort,  rising  from  her  chair  ;  "  when  you 
next  hear  df  Mr.Constantine,  he  shall  be  at  liber- 
ty. He  has  friends,  who  will  not  sleep  till  lie  is 
out  of  prison:" 

<'  May  Heaven  bless  you  and  them,  dear  lady  1" 
cried  Mrs.  Robson,  weeping  with  joy,  "  for  they 
will  release  the  most  generous  heart  alive." 

Mary  cast  a  wishful  look  on  the  drawings  which 
stood  on  a  bureau  ;  then  withdrawing  her  eyes 
with  a  deep  sigh,  she  descended  the  stairs.  At 
the  street-door,  she  took  Mrs.  Robson's  hand,  and 
not  relinquishing  it  until  she  was  seated  in  the 
coach,  pressed  it  v/armly,  and  leaving  within  it 
a  purse  of  twenty  guineas,  ordered  the  man  to  re- 
turn whence  he  came. 

Now  that  the  temerity  of  going  herself  to  learn 
the  particulars  of  Mr.  Constantine's  fate  had  been 
achieved,  determined  as  she  was,  not  to  close  her 
eyes,  whilst  the  man  whom  she  valued  above  her 
life,  remained  a  prisoner,  and  in  sorrow,  she 
thought  it  best  to  consult  with  Mrs.  Dorothy  re- 
specting the  speediest  means  of  compassing  his 
^^mancipation. 

In  Oxford-road,  she  desired  the  man  to  proceed 
to  Harley-street.  She  alighted  at  lady  Dundas*s 
door,  paid  the  coachman  his  fare,  and  stepped  into 
the  hall,  before  she  perceived  that  a  travelling  car- 
riage, belonging  to  her  guardian,  had  driven  awaj' 
lo  afford  room  for  her  humble  equipage, 
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**  Is  Sir  Robert  Somerset  come  to  town  ?'*  she 
hastily  inquired  of  the  porter. 

"  No,  madam  ;  but  Mr.  Somerset  is  just  ar- 
rived.'* 

The  next  morning  Miss  Beaufort  was  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  clasped  within  the  arms  of  her 
cousin* 

"Dear  Mary  !" — "  Dear  Pembroke  !"  were 
the  first  words  which  passed  between  these  two  af- 
fectionate friends. 

Mrs.  Dorothy,  who  doated  on  her  nephew,  tak- 
ing his  hand  fondly,  as  he  seated  himself  between 
her  and  his  cousin,  said,  in  a  congratulatory  voice, 
^'  Mary,  our  dear  boy  has  come  to  town  purposely 
to  take  us  down." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  rejoined  he  ;  "  my  father  is 
tnnped  to  death  for  want  of  you  both.  You  know 
that  lam  a  sad  run-about.  Lord-Arun  and  Mr. 
Loftus  have  been  gone  these  ten  days  to  his  lord- 
ship's aunt's  in  Bedfordshire  :  and  Sir  Robert  is 
so  completely  weary  of  solitude,  that  he  has  com- 
manded me,"  bowing  to  the  other  ladies,  "  to  run 
off  with  all  the  fair  inhabitants  of  this  house,  soon- 
er than  leave  you  behind." 

*'  I  shall  be  happy  at  another  opportunity  to  visit 
Somerset  Castle,"  returned  lady  Dundas  ;  "  but  1 
am  constrained  to  spend  this  summer  in  Dumbar- 
tonshire ;  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  estate  my  poor 
dear  Sir  Hector  bought  of  the  duke  of  Dumfries  I" 

Pembroke  offered  no  attempt  to  shake  this  res^ 
olution.  In  the  two  or  three  morning  calls,  which 
he  had  made  with  Sir  Robert  Somerset  on  the  licli 
widow,  he  saw^  sufficient  to  make  him  regard  her 
arrogant  vulgarity  with  disgust ;  and  for  her 
daughters,  they  were  of  too  common  a  stamp  to 
pccupy.  his  mind  any  longer   than   with  a  magic 
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lantern  impression  of  a  tall  woman  with  bold  eyes, 
and  the  prettiest  little  blue-eyed  fairy  he  ever  be- 
held. 

After  half  an  hour's  conversation  with  this  fami- 
ly group,  Miss  Beaufort  sunk  again  into  abstrac- 
tion. During  the  first  month  of  Mary's  acquaint- 
ance with  Thaddeus,  she  did  not  neglect  to  mention 
in  her  correspondence  with  Pembroke,  having  met 
with  a  very  interesting  and  accomplished  emigrant^ 
in  the  quality  of  a  tutor  at  hdy  Dundas's.  But 
her  cousin,  in  his  replies,  beginning  to  banter  her 
on  the  plea  of  pity  being  allied  to  love,  she  gradu- 
ally dropped  all  mention  of  his  name,  as  she  too 
truly  found,  by  what  insensible  degrees  the  union 
had  taken  place  within  her  own  breast.  She  re-^ 
membered  these  particulars,  whilst  a  new  method 
of  attaining  the  desired  end  suggested  itself  ;  and 
determining,  (however  extraordinary  her  conduct 
might  seem,)  to  rest  on  the  rectitude  of  her  mo* 
tives,  she  resolved,  that  as  a  man  must  be  the 
properest  person  to  transact  such  a  business  with 
propriety,  she  would  engage  Pembroke  for  her 
agent,  without  troubling  Mrs.  Dorothy  about  the 
affair. 

So  deeply  was  she  absorbed  in  these  reflections, 
that,  Somerset,  observing  her  vacant  eye  fixed  on 
the  opposite  wall,  took  her  hand  with  an  arch 
smile,  and  exclaimed, 

"  Mary  !  What  is  the  matter  ?  I  hope,  lady 
Dundas,  you  have  not  suffered  any  one  to  run 
away  with  her  lieart  ?  You  know  I  am  her  cousin, 
and  it  is  my  unalienable  right." 

Lady  Dundas  replied,  that  young  ladies  best 
knew  their  own  secrets. 

"  That  may  be,  madam,"  rejoined  he,  "  but  I 
won't  allow  Miss  Beaufort  to  know  any  thing  that 
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she  does  not  transfer  to  me.  Is  not  that  true, 
Mary  ?" 

"  Yes,"  whispered  she,  colouring  ;  "  and  the 
sooner  you  afford  me  an  opportunity  to  inter- 
est you  in  one,  the  more  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you." 

Pembroke  pressed  her  hand  in  token  of  assent  ; 
and  a  desultory  conversation  continuing  for  another 
half  hour,  Miss  Beaufort,  who  dreaded  the  wast- 
ing of  one  minute  in  a  day  so  momentous  to  her 
peace,  sat  uneasily,  until  her  aunt  proposed  retiring 
to  dress  for  dinner,  and  requested  Pembroke  to 
assist  her  up  stairs. 

When  he  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  to  his 
extreme  satisfaction  he  found  that  all  the  party 
were  separated,  excepting  Miss  Beaufort,  who  was 
standing  by  one  of  the  windows,  evidently  lost  in 
thought.  He  approached  her,  and  taking  her  hand, 
led  her  back  to  the  sofa  she  had  quitted. 

"  Come,  my  dear  cousin,"  said  he,  in  an  affec- 
tionate voice,  "  how  can  I  oblige  you  r" 

Mary  struggled  with  her  confusion.  Had  she 
loved  Thaddeus  less,  she  found  she  could  with 
greater  ease  have  related  the  interest  which  she 
look  in  his  fate.  She  tried  to  speak  distinctly,  and 
she  accomplished  it  ;  although  her  burning  cheek 
and  downcast  look,  told  to  the  fixed  eye  of  Pem- 
broke, what  she  vainly  attempted  to  conceal. 

"  You  can,  indeed,  oblige  me!  You  must  re- 
n^ember  a  Mr.  Constantine  I  I  once  mentioned 
him  to  you  in  my  letters." 

"  I  do,  -Mary.     You  thought  him  amiable  !" 

"  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  lady  Tine- 
mouth,"  returned  she,  striving  to  look  up,  but  the 
piercing  expression,  which  she  met  from  the  eyes 
of  Somerset,  beating  hers  down  again,  covered  her 
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face  and  neck  with  deeper  blushes :    she  panted' 
for  breath. 

''  Rely  on  me,"  said  Pembroke,  pitying  her 
embarrassment,  whilst  he  dreaded  that  her  gentle 
heart  had  indeed  become  the  victim  of  some  accom- 
plished and  insidious  foreigner,  *'  Rely  on  me,  my 
beloved  cousin  :  consider  me  as  a  brother.  If  you 
have  entangled  yourselt^ — " 

Miss  Beaufort  guessed  what  he  would  say  ;  and, 
interrupting  him,  added,  with  a  more  assured  air, 
"  No,  Pembroke,  I  have  no  entanglements.  I  am 
going  to  ask  your  friendly  assistance  in  behalf  of 
a  brave  and  unfortunate  Polander."  Pembroke 
reddened,  and  she  went  on.  "  Mr.  Constantine  is 
a  gentleman.  Lady  Tinemouth  tells  me,  he  has 
been  a  soldier,  and  that  he  lost  all  his  possessions 
in  the  ruin  of  his  country.  Her  ladyship  introduc- 
ed him  here  :  I  have  seen  him  often,  and  I  know 
him  to  be  worthy  the  esteem  of  every  honourable 
heart.  He  is  now  in  prison,  in  Newgate,  for^  debt 
of  thirty  pounds,  and  1  ask  you  to  go  and^release 
him  ?  That  is  my  request,  my  secret  ;  and  I  con- 
fide in  your  discretion,  that  you  will  keep  it,  even 
from  him." 

**  Dear,  generous,  lovely  Mary  !"  cried  Pem- 
broke, kissing  her  hand,  "  it  is  thus  that  you  al- 
ways act  1  Possessed  of  all  the  softness  of  thy  sex, 
dearest  girl,"  added  he,  still  more  affectionately, 
"  nature  has  not  alloyed  it  with  one  particle  of 
weakness  1" 

Miss  Beaufort  smiled  and  sighed  :  If  to  love 
tenderly,  to  be  devoted,  life  and  soul  to  one  being, 
whom  she  considered  as  the  most  perfect  work  of 
creation,  be  weakness  ?  Mary  was  the  weakest  of 
the  weak  ;  and,  with  a  languid  despondence  at  her 
heart,  she  was  opening  her  lips  to  give  some  direc- 
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lions  to  her  cousin,  when  the  attentions  of  both 
were  arrested  by  a  shrill  noise  of  speakers  talking- 
above  stairs.  Before  the  cousins  had  time  to  make 
an  observation,  the  disputants  descended  towards 
the  drawing-room  with  a  violent  clamour,^  and 
bursting  open  the  door,  presented  the  enraged  fig- 
ure of  lady  Dundas,  followed  by  Diana,  who,  with 
a  no  less  swollen  countenance,  was  scolding  vocif- 
erously, and  dragging  forward  the  weeping  Euphe- 
mia. 

"  Gracious  Heaven  i"  exclaimed  Somerset, 
amazed  at  so  extraordinary  a  scene,  "  What  is  the 
matter  ?" 

Lady  Dundas  lifted  up  her  clenched  hand  in  a 
passion.  "  A  jade  !  a  hussy  I"  cried  she,  incapa- 
ble to  articulate  more. 

Miss  Dundas,  still  grasping  the  hands  of  her 
struggling  sister,  broke  out  next,  and  turning  fu- 
riously towards  Mary,  exclaimed,  "  You  see, 
madam,  what  disgrace  your  ridiculous  conduct  to 
that  vagabond  foreigner  has  brought  on  our  fam- 
ily !  This  bad  girl  has  followed  your  example, 
and  done  worse  ;  she  has  fallen  in  love  with  him  1*' 

Miss  Beaufort,  shocked,  and  trembling  at  so 
rude  an  accusation,  was  unable  to  speak.  Lost  in 
wonder,  and  incensed  at  his  cousin's  goodness 
having  been  the  dupe  of  imposition,  Pembroke 
stood  silent  whilst  lady  Dundas  took  up  the  subject. 

"  Ay,"  cried  she,  shaking  her  daughter  by  the 
shoulder,  "  You  little  minx  !  if  your  sister  had  not 
picked  up  these  abominable  verses,  which  you 
chose  to  write  on  the  absence  of  this  beggarly  fel- 
low, I  suppose  you  would  have  finished  the  busi- 
ness by  running  off'  with  him  But  you  shall  go 
down  to  Scotland,  and  be  locked  up  for   months. 
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I  won't  have  Sir  Hector  Dundas's  family  disgraced 
by  a  daughter  of  mine." 

"  For  pity's  sake,  lady  Dundas,"  said  Pembroke, 
stepping  between  her  vulgar  ladyship  and  the 
trembling  Euphemia,  "  do  compose  yourself.  I 
dare  say  your  daughter  is  pardonable.  In  these 
cases,  the  fault  in  general  lies  with  our  sex.  We 
are  the  seducers." 

Mary  was  obliged  to  re-seat  herself  ;  and,  with 
pale  attention,  she  listened  to  the  reply  of  the 
frightened  Euphemia  ;  who,  half  assured  that  her 
whim  of  creating  a  mutual  passion  in  the  breast  of 
Thaddeus  was  no  longer  tenable,  without  either 
shame  or  remorse,  exclaimed,  "  Indeed,  Mr.  Som- 
erset,  you  are  right.  I  never  should  have  thought 
of  Mr.  Constantine,  if  he  had  not  teazled  me,  every, 
time  he  came,  with  his  violent  love." 

Miss  Beaufort  rose  hastily  from  her  chair. 
Though  Euphemia  coloured  at  the  suddenness  of 
this  motion,  and  the  immediate  flash  which  she . 
met  from  her  eye,  she  went  on  ;  "  I  know  Miss 
Beaufort  will  deny  it,  because  she  thinks  he  is  in 
love  with  her  ;  but  indeed,  indeed,  he  has  sworn  a 
thousand  times  on  his  knees,  that  he  was  a  Rus- 
sian nobleman  in  disguise,  and  adored  me  above, 
every  one  else  in  the  world." 

"Scoundrel!"  cried  Pembroke,  inflamed  with 
indignation  at  this  double  conduct.  Afraid  to  read 
in  the  expressive  countenance  of  Mary,  her  shame 
and  horror  at  this  discovery,  he  turned  his  eyes  on 
her  with  trepidation  ;  when,  to  his  surprise,  he 
beheld  her  standing,  perfectly  unmoved,  by  the 
side  of  the  sofa  from  M'hich  she  had  arisen.  She 
advanced  with  a  calm  step  towards  Euphemia  ; 
and  taking  hold  of  the  hand,  which  concealed  her 
face  whilst  uttering  this  last  falsehood,  she  drew  it 


TilADDEtrS    OF    WARSAW.  143^ 

away  ;  and  regarding  her  with  a  serene  but  pene- 
trating look,  "  Euphemia  '.'*  said  she,  "  you  well 
know,  tiiat  you  are  slanderinj^  an  innocent  and  an 
unfortunate  man.  You  know,  that  never  in  his 
life  did  he  give  you  the  slightest  reason  to  suppose 
that  he  was  attached  to  you  !  And  as  for  myself, 
I  can  also  clear  him  of  making  professions  to  me. 
Upon  the  honour  of  my  word,  I  declare,"  added 
she,  addressing  herself  to  the  whole  group,  "  that 
he  never  breathed  a  sentence  to  me,  beyond  mere 
respect.  By  this  last  deviation  of  Euphemia  from 
truth,  you  may  form  an  estimate  how  far  the  rest 
she  has  alleged  deserves  credit.'* 

The  young  lady  burst  into  a  vehement  passion 
of  tears  :  "  I  will  not  be  browbeat  and  insulted, 
Miss  Beaufort  !"  cried  she,  taking  refuge  in 
noise,  since  right  had  deserted  her  ;  "  You  know 
you  would  fight  his  battles  though  thick  and  thin, 
else  you  would  not  have  fallen  into  fits  yesterday^ 
when  I  told  you  he  was  sent  to  jail," 

This  last  assault  struck  Mary  motionless;  and 
lady  Dundas  lifting  up  her  hands,  exclaimed, 
"  Good  Lord,  keep  me  from  the  forward  misses  of 
these  times  1  As  for  you.  Miss  Euphemia,"  added 
she,  seizing  her  daughter  by  the  arip,  "  you  shall 
leave  town  to-morrow  morning.  I  will  have  no 
more  tutoring  and  falling  in  love  in  my  house  ;  and 
for  you,  Miss  Beaufort,"  turning  to  Mary,  who, 
having  recovered  herself,  stood  at  a  little  distance, 
*'  I  shall  take  care  to  warn  Mrs.  Dorothy  Somer- 
set to  keep  an  eye  over  your  conduct." 

"  Madam,"  replied  she,  indignantly,  "  I  shall 
never  do  any  thing  which  can  dishonour  either  my 
family  or  myself  ;  and  of  that,  Mrs.  Dorothy  Som- 
erset is  too  well  assured,  to  doubt  for  an  instant^ 
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even  should  calumny  be  as  busy  with  me,  as  it  has 
been  injurious  to  Mr.  Constantine." 

Miss  Beaufort  walked  towardsthe  door.  When 
she  passed  Mr.  Somerset,  who  stood  bewildered, 
and  frowning  beside  Miss  Dundas,  she  said,  in  a 
collected  and  decisive  voice,  "  Pembroke,  I  shall 
leave  the  room,  but  remember,  I  do  not  release 
you  from  your  engagement.** 

Staggered  by  the  open  firmness  of  her  manner^ . 
he  looked  after  her  as  she  withdrew,  and  was  al- 
most inclined  to  believe,  that  she  possessed  the 
right  side  of  the  argument.  Malice  did  not  allow 
him  to  think  so  long.  The  moment  the  door.c^osr 
ed  on  her,  both  the  sisters  fell  on  him  pell-mell  ; 
and  the  prejudiced  illiberality  of  the  one,  support^ 
ed  by  the  ready  falsehoods  of  the  other,  soon  dis- 
lodged all  favourable  impressions  from  the  mind  of 
Somerset,  and  filled  him  anew  with  displeasure- 
In  the  midst  of  Diana's  third  harangue,  Ladf^ 
Dundas  having  ordered  Euphemia,  to  be  taken  to 
her  chamber,  Mr.  Somerset was  Jeftiilone  more 
incensed  than  ever  against.  Thaddeus,  whom  he 
now  considered  in  the  light  of  an  adventurer,  conT 
cealing  his  poverty,  and  perhaps  his.  crimes,  be- 
neath a  garb  of  lies..  That  such  a  character  could, 
'by  means  of  his  fine  person,  anjd  a  few  meretricious 
talents,  work  himself  into  the  confidence  of  Mary 
Beaufort,  pierced  her  cousin  to  the  soul  j  and  as 
he  mounted  the  stairs  with  an  intent  to  seek  her 
in  her  dressing-room,  he  almost  resolved  to  refuse 
obeying  her  commands. 

When  he  opened  the  room  door,  he  found  Miss 
Beaufort  with  his  aunt.  The  instant  he  appeared, 
the  ever  benevolent  fac^  oi  Mrs.  Dorothy  con- 
tracted into  a  fro wa. 
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**  Nephew  V  cried  she,  "  I  shall  not  take  it  well 
of  you  if  you  give  stronger  credence  to  the  pas- 
sionate and  vulgar  assertions  of  lady  Dundas  and 
her  daughters,  than  you  choose  to  bestow  on  the 
tried  veracity  of  your  cousin  Mary." 

Pembroke  was  conscious,  that  if  his  countenance 
had  been  a  faithful  transcript  of  his  mind.  Miss  Beau- 
fort did  not  err  in  supposing  that  he  believed  the 
foreigner  to  be  a  villain.  Knowing  that  it  would 
be  impossible  for  him  to  relinquish  his  reason,  in- 
to what  he  now  denominated  the  partial  hands  of 
his  aunt  and  cousin,  he  persisted  in  his  opinion,  to 
both  the  ladies,  that  their  unsuspicious  natures 
had  been  rendered  subservient  to  knavery  and  ar- 
tifice. 

"  1  would  not,  willingly,  my  dear  madam,"  said 
he,  addressing  Mrs.  Dorothy,  "  think  so  meanly  of 
your  sex,  as  to  imagine,  that  an  atrocity  can  exist 
hi  the  female  heart,  which  could  give  birth  to  cru- 
t el  and  unprovoked  calumnies  against  an  innocent 
man.  I  cannot  suspect  the  Miss  Dundases  of 
such  needless  guilt  *,  particularly  poor  Euphemia, 
whom  I  pity.  Lady  Dundas  forced  me  to  read  her 
verses  ;  and  they  were  too  full  of  love  and  regret 
for  this  adventurer,  to  come  from  the  same  breast 
which  could  wantonly  blacken  his  character.  Such 
wicked  inconsistencies  in  so  young  a  woman  are 
not  half  so  probable,  as  that  you,  my  dear  aunt  and 
cousin,  have  been  deceived." 

"  Nephew,"  returned  the  old  lady,  "  you  are 
very  peremptory.  Methinks  a  little  more  lenity 
of  opinion  would  better  become  your  youth  1  / 
knew  nothing  of  this  unhappy  man's  present  dis- 
tress, until  Mibs  Beaufort  mentioned  it  to  me  ;  but 
before  she  breathed  a  word  in   his  favour,  I  had 
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conceived  a  very  high  respect  for  his  merits  : 
from  the  first  hour  in  which  I  saw  him,  I  gathered 
by  liis  deportment  and  conversation,  that  they  were 
far  above  his  fortunes.  I  thought  so  ;  I  sliil  think 
so  ;  and,  notwithstanding  all  which  the  Dundases 
may  choose  to  fabricate,  I  am  determined  to  believe 
the  assertions  of  an  honest  countenance." 

Pembroke  smiled,  whilst  he  forced  his  aunt's  reluc- 
tant hand  into  his,  and  said,  "  I  see,  my  dear  mad- 
am, that  you  are  bigoted  to  the  idol  of  your  own 
fancy  !  I  do  not  in  the  least  doubt  this  Mr.  Con- 
stantine's  enchantments  ;  but  you  must  pardon 
me  if  I  keep  my  senses  at  liberty.  I  shall  think  of 
him,  as  I  could  almost  swear  he  deserves,  although 
I  am  aware  that  T  hazard  your  affection  by  my 
firmness."  He  then  turned  to  Mary,  who,  with  a 
swelling  and  distressed  heart,  was  standing  by  the 
chimney  ;  "  Forgive  me,  my  dearest  cousin,"  con- 
tinued he,  addressing  her  in  a  softened  voice  j 
"  that  I  am  forced  to  appear  harsh.  It  is  the  first 
time  I  ever  dissented  from  you  ;  it  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  thought  you  prejudiced  !" 

Miss  Beaufort  drew  the  back  of  her  hand  over 
her  glistening  eyes.  All  the  tender  affections  of 
Pembroke's  bosom  smote  him  at  once  ;  and  throw- 
ing his  arms  round  his  cousin's  waist,  he  strained 
her  to  his  breast,  and  added,  "  Ah  !  why,  dear  girl, 
must  I  love  you  better  for  thus  giving  me  pain  ? 
Every  way,  my  darling  Mary  is  more  estimable. 
Even  now  whilst  I  oppose  you,  I  am  sure,  that 
though  your  goodness  is  abused,  it  was  cheated  in- 
to error,  by  the  affectation  of  honourable  calam- 
ities ! 

Miss  Beaufort  thought,  "  that  if  the  prudence  of 
reserve  and  decorum  dictates  silence  in  some  cir- 
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i::um Stanches,  in  others,  a  prudence  of  an  higher 
order  would  justify  her  in  declaring  her  senti- 
ments." Accordingly,  she  withdrew  from  the 
clasping  arms  of  Mr.  Somerset  ;  and  whilst  her 
beautiful  figure  seemed  to  dilate  into  more  than 
its  usual  dignity,  she  mildly  replied, 

^\  Think  what  you  please,  Pembroke  ;  I  shall 
not  contend  with  you  :  Mr.  Constantine  is  of  a 
nature  not  to  be  hidden  by  obscurity  ;  his  charac- 
ter will  defend  itself :  and  all  that  I  have  to  add  is 
this,  I  do  not  release  you  from  your  promise. 
Could  a  woman  transact  the  affair  with  propriety, 
I  would  not  keep  you  to  so  disagreeable  an  office  ; 
but  I  have  passed  my  word  to  myself,  that  I  will 
neither  '  slumber  nor  slee/i,'  till  he  is  out  of  pris* 
on."  She  put  a  pocket-book  into  Pembroke's 
hand,  and  added,  "  Take  that,  my  dear  cousin  ; 
and  without  suffering  a  syllable  to  transpire,  by 
which  he  may  suspect  who  served  him,  accom- 
plish what  I  have  desired." 

"  I  will  obey  you,  Mary,"  returned  he,  looking 
grave  ;  "  but  I  am  sorry  that  such  rare  enthusi- 
asm was  not  awakened  by  a  worthier  object. 
When  you  see  me  again,  I  hope  I  shall  be  enabled 
to  say  that  your  ill-placed   generosity   is  satisfied." 

"  Fie,  nephew,  fie  !"  cried  Mrs.  Dorothy,  "  I 
could  not  have  supposed  you  capable  of  conferring 
a  favour  so  ungraciously." 

Mr.  Somerset,  pained  at  what  he  called  the  ob- 
stinate infatuation  of  Miss  Beaufort  ;  and,  if  pos- 
sible, more  chagrined  by  what  he  considered  the 
blind  and  absurd  encouragement  of  his  aunt,  lost 
the  whole  of  her  last  reprimand  in  his  hurry  to 
quit  the  room. 
Vol.  II.  o 
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Disturbed,  displeased,  and  anxious,  he  stepped 
into  a  hackney-coach  ;  and,  ordering  it  to  drive  to 
Newgate,  determined  to  go  through  the  business 
without  exposing  himself  to  an  interview  with  a 
man  whom  he  condemned  as  an  artful  and  unprin- 
cipled villain. 
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CHAP.    XI. 


The  first  week  of  the  coimt's  confinement  was 
rendered  in  some  degree  tolerable,  by  the  daily 
visits  of  Mrs.  Robson  ;  who,  having  brought  his 
drawing  materials,  enabled  him^  through  the  means 
of  the  printseller,  to  purchase  some  civility  from 
the  brutal  and  hardened  people  who  were  his  gaol- 
ers. After  the  ^ood  woman  had  performed  her 
diurnal  kindness,  Thaddeus  used  to  turn  to  the  sad 
circumference  of  his  miserable  apartment  to  seek 
amusement.  When  his  pencil  had  accomplished 
its  task,  it  wearied  him  :  When  he  took  up  a  bookj 
having  read  it  before,  it  failed  to  engage  him.  He 
possessed  nothing  to  beguile  the  tedious  day,  and 
more  tedious  night.  His  spirit  was  in  solitude  ; 
in  the  most  dismal  solitude  ;  banished  and  shut 
out  from  all  that  could  render  life  desirable. 

The  elasticity  and  enterprise  of  sou!,  inherent  in 
youth,  renders  no  calamity  so  difficult  to  be  borne, 
as  that  which  fetters  its  best  years  and  most  active  vir- 
tues within  the  walls  of  a  prison.  Thaddeus  felt  this 
benumbing  conviction  in  every  pulse  of  his  ardent 
and  energetic  heart.  He  retraced  all  that  he  had 
been.  He  looked  on  what  he  was.  Though  he  had 
reaped  glory  when  a  boy,  his  '  noon  of  rnanhood^^  his 
evening  sunwas  to  waste  its  light,  and  set  in  captivity. 

At  short  and  distant  intervals,  such  melancholy 
reveries  gave  place  to  the  pitying  image  of  IVIary 
Beaufort.  It  sometimes  visited  him  in  the  day,  it 
always  was  his  companion  during  night.  He 
courted  her  lovely  idea,  as  a  spell  that  for  a  whiltj 
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Stole  liim  from  painful  reflections.  With  an  en- 
tranced  soul,  he  recalled  every  lineament  of  her 
beautiful  face,  every  dissolving  note  of  that  voice, 
which  had  hurried  him  into  the  rashness  of  touch- 
ing her  hand.  One  moment  he  pressed  her  gold 
chain  closer  to  his  heart,  almost  believing  what 
lady  Tinemouth  had  insinuated  ;  the  next,  he 
wouitl  sigh  over  his  credulity,  and  return  with  de- 
5':)ondent,  though  equally  intense  love,  to  her  be*- 
witching  recollection. 

The  more  he  meditated  on  the  purity  of  her 
mariners  ,-  the  elevated  principles  to  which  he 
could  trace  her  actions  ;  and,  aooVC  ^.!;  "^^  beiieYO- 
lent  confidence  with  which  she  had  ever  treated 
him,  (a  man  contemned  by  one  part  of  her  ac^ 
quaintance,  and  merely  received  on  trust  by  the 
remainder,)  the  more  he  found  reasons  to  admire 
iier  character  and  adore  herself.  When  he  drew  a 
comparison  between  Miss  Beaufort,  and  women  of 
ihe  same  qqality,  whom  he  had  seen  in  England 
and  in  other  countries  he  contemplated  with  de- 
lighted wonder,  that  spotless  mind,  which  having 
passed  through  the  various  dangers  annexed  to 
wealth  and  fashion,  still  bore  itself  uncontaminated. 
She  was  beautiful,  and  she  did  not  regard  it  ;  she 
^vas  accomplished,  but  she  did  not  attempt  a  dis» 
play  :  what  she  acquired  from  education,  the 
G;races  so  incorporated  with  her  native  intelligence, 
iliat  the  perfection  of  her  character  seemed  to  have 
been  stamped  at  onee?  by  the  beneficent  hand  of 
Providence, 

Never  were  her  numberless  attractions  so  fasci* 
jiating  to  Thaddeus,  as  when  he  witnessed  the  gen-^ 
erous  eagerness  with  which,  forgetful  of  her  own 
almost  unparalleled  talents,  she  pointed  out 
merit,  and  dispensed  applause  to  the  deserving^ 
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Miss  Beaufort's  nature  was  gentle  and  benevolent ; 
but  it  was  likewise  distinguishing,  and  animated. 
Whilst  the  count  saw  that  the  urbanity  of  her  dis- 
position made  her  politeness  universal,  he  perceiv- 
ed, that  neither  rank,  riches,  nor  splendour,  could 
extract  from  her  bosom,  one  spark  of  that  lambent 
flame,  which  streamed  from  her  heart,  like  fire  to 
the  sun,  towaixls  the  united,  glory  of  genius  and 
virtue. 

He  dwelt  on  her  lovely,  unsophisticated  charac- 
ter, with  an  enthusiasm  bordering  on  idolatry.  He 
recollected  that  she  had  been  educated  by  the  moth- 
er of  Pembroke  Somerset ;  and,  turning  from  the 
double  remembrance,  with  a  sigh^  fraught  with  all 
the  bitterness  and  sweetness  of  love,  he  acknowl- 
edged, how  much  wisdom  (which  includes  virtue) 
gives  spirit  and  immortality  to  beauty  ;  "  Yes,"^ 
cried  he,  "  it  is  the  fragrance  of  the  flower,  which 
lives  after  the  bloom  is  withered.'* 

From  the  like  seducing  day-dreams,  Thaddeus- 
was  one  evening  awakened  by  the  entrance  of  the 
jailer  into  his  cell.  The  man  presented  a  sealed 
paper,  and  told  him  that  he  brought  it  from  a 
stranger,  who,  having  paid  the  debts  for  which  he 
was  confined,  immediately  withdrew,  desiring  that: 
the  packet  might  be  delivered  to  Mr.  Constantine. 

Scarcely  crediting  this  information,  Tbaddeus 
hastily  opened  the  letter,  hoping  that  it  might  throw 
some  light  on  his  benefactor :  a  blank  cover,  en- 
closing notes  to  the  amount  of  fifty  pounds,  pre- 
sented itself.  Surprised  at  this,  he  ordered  the 
man  to  leave  him,  who,  without  much  ceremony, 
was  staring  at  the  money  over  his  shoulder;  and 
sitting  down,  he  tried  to  conjecture,  who  could  have 
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acted  so  generously,  and  yet  be  so  careful  to  con- 
ceal the  donor. 

He  had  seen  sufficient  proofs  of  a  heedless  want 
of  charity  in  Miss  Euphemia  Dundas,  to  lead  him 
to  suppose,  that  she  could  not  be  so  munificent  and 
solicitous  of  secresy.  Besides,  how  could  she  have 
learnt  his  situation  ?  He  thought  it  was  impossible: 
and  that  impossibility  compelled  an  erratic  hope, 
of  his  present  liberty's  having  sprung  from  the 
friendship  of  Miss  Beaufort,  to  pass  by  him  with 
])ainful  swiftness. 

''  Gracious  Heaven  !"  cried  he,  starting  from  his 
chair,  "  it  is  the  indefatigable  spirit  of  lady  Sara 
Roosj  that  I  recognise  in  this  deed  !  The  generous, 
but  unhappy  interest  which  she  yet  takes  in  my 
fate  has  discovered  my  last  misfortune,  and  thus 
seeks  to  relieve  me  1" 

The  momeiu  he  conceived  this  supposition,  he 
believed  it  ;  and,  taking  up  a  pen,  with  a  grateful, 
tliough  disturbed  soul,  he  addressed  to  her  the  fol- 
loAving  guarded  note. 

"  7'o  t/ie  Right  Honourable  Lady  Sara  Roos, 

"  An  unfortunate  exile,  who  is  already  overpow- 
ered by  a  sense  of  not  having  deserved  the  notice 
which  lady  Sara  Roos  has  deigned  to  take  of  his 
misfortunes,  was  this  morning  liberated  from 
prison  in  a  manner  so  generous  and  delicate,  that 
he  can  ascribe  the  act  to  no  other,  than  the  noble 
lieart  of  her  ladyship. 

*'  The  object  of  this  bounty,  bending  under  the 
weight  of  obligations  which  he  cannot  repay,  begs 
permission  to  re-enclose  the  bills  which  lady  Sara's 
agent  transmitted  to  him  ;  but,  as  the  deed  which 
procures  his  freedom  cannot  be  recalled,  he  accepts. 
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wRh  the  most  grateful  emotions,  that- new  instance 
of  her  ladyship's  goodness. 

Thaddeus  dispatched  the  letter  by  a  porter  ;  and 
was  preparing  another,  to  acquaint  Mrs.  Robson  of 
his  release,  when  the  good  woman  made  her  appear- 
ance. She  hastened  up  to  him  with  an  animated 
countenance,  and  exclaimed  before  he  had  time  to 
speak,  "  Dear  Sir  !  I  have  seen  a  dear  sweet  lady, 
who  promised  not  to  sleep  till  you  are  out  of  this 
horrid  place  1" 

The  suspicions  of  the  count,  that  his  benefactress 
was  indeed  lady  Sara  Roos,  were  now  confirmed  : 
seating  his  landlady  in  the  only  chair  which  fur- 
nished the  apartment  ;  to  satisfy  her  humility,  he 
took  his  station  on  the  table,  and  then  said,  "  The 
lady  has  already  fulfilled  her  engagement ;  I  am 
free  ;  and  only  wait  for  an  answer  to  my  acknow- 
ledgments before  I  quit  the  prison." 

At  this  assurance,  the  delighted  Mrs.  Robson, 
crying  and  laughing  by  turns,  did  not  cease  her 
ejaculations  of  joy,  until  the  messenger,  who  had 
taken  the  letter  to  St.  James's  Place,  returned  with 
a  reply  written  by  her  ladyship,  and  evidently  blot- 
ted with  tears.  Thaddeus  took  out  the  re-enclosed 
bills  with  a  flushed  cheek,  and  read  as  follows  : 

"  I  cannot  be  mistaken  in  recognising  the  proud 
and  high  soul'd  Constantine,  in  the  writer  of  the 
lines  which  I  hold  in  my  hand.  Could  any  thing 
have  imparted  to  me  more  comfort,  than  your  gen- 
erous belief,  that  there  is  indeed  some  virtue  left 
in  my  wretched  and  repentant  heart,  it  would  have 
arisen  from  the  consciousness  of  having  been  the 
liappy  person,  who  has  succoured  you  in  your  dis- 
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tress.  But  no  ;  that  enjoyment  was  beyond  my 
deserving.  The  bliss  of  being  the  lightener  of 
your  sorrows  was  reserved  by  Heaven  for  a  less 
criminal  creature.  I  did  not  even  know  that  you 
were  in  prison.  Since  our  dreadful  parting,  I  have 
never  dared  to  inquire  after  you  ;  and  much  as 
it  might  console  me,  to  serve  one  so  truly  valued, 
I  will  not  insult  your  nice  honour,  by  offering  any 
further  instance  of  my  friendship,  than  what  will 
evince  my  soul's  gratitude  to  your  prayers,  and  my 
acquiescence  with  the  commands  of  duty. 

"  My  husband  is  here,  without  perceiving  the 
ravages,  which  misery  and  remorse  have  made  in 
my  unhappy  heart.  Time,  perhaps,  may  render- 
me  less  unworthy  of  his  tenderness  :  at  present,  T 
detest  myself. 

"  I  return  the  bills  ;  you  may  safely  use  them,^. 
for  they  never  were  mine. 

"S.R." 

The  noble  heart  of  Thaddeus  bled  over  every 
line  of  this  letter.  He  saw  that  it  bore  a  stamp  o£ 
truth,  which  did  not  leave  him  a  moment  in. 
doubt  that  he  owed  his  release  to  some  other  hand. 
Whilst  he  folded  it  up,  his  suspicions  next  lighted 
on  lady  Tinemouth.  He  had  received  one  short 
letter  from  her  ladyship,  since  her  departure,  men- 
tioning Maria's  staying  in  town  to  meet  Mr.  Mon- 
tresor  ;  Miss  Beaufort's  detention  on  account  of 
Mrs.  Dorothy's  accident,  and  closing  with  the  in- 
telligence of  her  own  arrival  at  the  Wold.  He 
was  struck  with  the  idea,  that  as  he  delayed  an- 
swering this  letter,  in  consequence  of  his  late  em- 
barrassment, she  must  have  made  inquiries  after 
him;  and  probably  Miss  Egerton,  was- the  lady, 
who  visited  Mrs.  Robson  ;  and,  finding  the  infor- 
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mation  true,  had  executed  the  countess's  commis*- 
sion  to  obtain  his  release. 

According  to  these  suppositions^  he  questioned 
his  landlady  about  the  appearance  of  the  lady  whom 
she  had  seen.  Mrs.  Robson  replied,  "  She  was 
rather  tall,  but  so  wrapped  up,  I  could  neither  see 
her  face  nor  figure,  though  I  am  certain,  from  the 
softness  of  her  voice,  she  must  be  both  young  and 
handsome.  Sweet  creature  I  I  am  sure  she  wept 
two  or  three  times.  Besides,  she  is  the  most  char- 
itable soul  alive,  next  to  you,  Sir,  for  she  gave  me 
a  purse  with  nineteen  guineas  ;  and  she  told  me, 
that  she  knev/  your  honour's  English  friends.*' 

This  narration,  substantiating  his  liope  of  lady 
Tinemouth's  being  lU^  benefactress,  that  the  kind 
Maria  was  her  agent,  and  the  'jt:r*tkman  who  de- 
frayed the  debt,  Mr,  Montresor,  he  was  easier  u!!" 
der  an  obligation,  which  a  mysterious  liberation 
would  have  doubled.  He  kncAV  the  countess's  ma- 
ternal love  for  him.  To  reject  her  present  bene-^ 
faction  would  be  to  sacrifice  gratitude  to  an  exces- 
sive and  haughty  delicacy.  Convinced,  that  noth» 
ing  can  be  greaty  that  it  is  great  to  des/use^  he  no 
longer  hesitated  to  accept  lady  Tinemouth's  boun* 
ty,  but  smothered  in  his  breast,  the  embers  of  a 
pFoud,  repulsive  ardour,  which  having  burst  forth 
in  the  first  hour  of  his  misfortunes,  was  ever  ready 
to  consume  any  wish  that  might  oppress  him  with 
the  weight  of  obligation. 

Thaddeus  quitted  his  cell.  He  ordered  a  coach 
to  the  great  gate  of  Newgate  ;  and  with  thankfuU 
ness  to  Heaven,  for  again  being  permitted  to  taste 
the  wholesome  breeze  of  a  free  atmosphere,  hand- 
ed his  delighted  landlady  into  the  vehicle. 

So  true  it  is,  that  advantages  are  only  appreciat-r 
ed  by  comparison,    when    the    count  re-entered 
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his^  humble  apartment  in  St.  Martin's-lane,  he  con- 
sidered it  a  palace  of  luxury,  opposed  to  the  dun- 
geon he  had  left. 

"  Ah  !"  cried  Mrs.  Robson,  pointing  to  a  chair, 
"  there  is  the  very  seat  in  which  that  dear  lady  sat ! 
Sweet  creature  I  If  I  had  known  that  I  durst  be- 
lieve all  she  promised,  I  would  have  fallen  on  my 
knees,  and  kissed  her  feet,  for  bringing  back  your 
dear  self  !^' 

"  I  thank  you,  my  good  madam,"  returned 
Thaddeus,  with  a  smile,  and  a  tear  at  such  ardent 
demonstration  of  affection  ;  "  but  where  is  little 
Nancy,  that  I  may  shake  hands  with  her  ?" 

The  child  welcomed  the  count  with  those  anl^ 
mated  expressions  of  joy^  ins^piarable  from  a  good 
and  unexperienced  heart.  It  being  late,  he  retired 
at  an  early  hour  to  his  pillow,  where  he  found  that 
repose,  which  had  been  sought  in  vain,  within  the. 
gloomy  and  (he  supposed)  eternal  walls  of  a  prison. 

In  the  morning,  he  was  awakened  by  the  light 
footsteps  of  his  pretty  waiting-maid  entering  the 
front  room.  His  chamber  door  being  open,  he 
asked  her  what  was  the  hour  ?  she  replied,  nine 
o'clock  ;  adding  that  she  brought  a  letter,  which 
one  of  the  waiters  from  Slaughter's  coffee-house 
had  just  left,  with  the  information  that  he  did  so 
by  the  orders  of  a  footman  in  rich  livery. 

Thaddeus  desired  that  it  might  be  given  to  him. 
The  child  obeyed,  and  quitted  the  room.  He  saw 
that  the  superscription  was  in  Miss  Dundas's 
hand  ;  and  opening  it  with  pleasure,  because  every 
thing  interested  him  which  came  from  the  house 
which  contained  Mary  Beaufort,  to  his  amazement 
and  consternation,  he  read  the  following  passionate 
and  intemperate  lines  : 
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"  To  Mr,  Constantine, 

■"  Mr.  Constantine, 

"  By  a  miraculous  circumstance,  this  morning, 
your  deep  and  daring  plan  of  villany  has  been  dis- 
covered to  lady  D and  myself.  The  deluded  vic- 
tim, whom  your  arts  and  falsehoods  would  have 
seduced  to  dishonour  her  family  by  connecting 
herself  with  a  vagabond,  has  at  length  seen  through 
her  error,  and  now  detests  you  as  much  as  ever 
your  insufferable  presumption  could  have  hoped 
that  she  would  distinguish  you  with  regard. 
Thanks  be  to  Heaven  !  you  are  completely  expos- 
ed I  This  young  woman  of  fashion  (whose  name  I 
will  not  trust  in  the  same  page  with  yours)  has 
made  a  full  confession  of  your  villanous  seduc- 
tions ;  of  her  own  reprehensible  weakness,  in  ever 
having  deigned  to  listen  to  so  low  a  creature.  She 
desires  me  to  assure  you,  that  she  hates  you  ;  and 
commands  you  never  again  to  attempt  the  inso- 
lence of  appearing  in  her  sight.  Indeed,  this  is 
the  language  of  every  soul  in  this  house,  lady 
D ,  Mrs.  D S ,  Miss   B ,  besides 

that  of 

"D D . 

«  Barley 'Street,^* 

Thaddeus  read  this  ridiculous  letter  twice,  be- 
fore he  could  perfectly  comprehend  its  meaning. 
In  a  paroxysm  of  indignation  at  the  vile  subterfuge 
under  which  he  did  not  doubt  that  Euphemia  had 
screened  some  accidental  discovery  of  her  absurd 
passion,  he  hastily  threw  on  his  clothes,  and  deter- 
mined, though  in  defiance  of  Miss  Dundas's  man- 
dates, to  fly  to  Harley-street,  and  clear  himself  in 
the  eyes  of  Miss  Beaufort,  and  her  venerable  aunt> 
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Having  flown  rather  than  walked,  he  arrived  in 
sight  of  lady  Dundas's  house,  just  as  a  coach,  full 
of  her  ladyship's  maids  and  packages  drove  from 
the  doOr.  Hurrying  up  the  step,  he  asked  the  por- 
ter who  was  standing  in  the  hall,  if  Mrs.  Dorothy 
Somerset  were  at  home. 

"  No,'*  rephed  the  man  ;  "  she  and  Miss  Beau^ 
fort,  with  Miss  Dundas  and  Mr.  Somerset,  went 
out  of  town  this  morning  by  eight  o'clock  ;  and 
my  lady  and  Miss  Euphemia,  about  an  hour  ago, 
«et  off  for  Dumbarton  in  Scotland,  where  they 
mean  to  stay  all  the  summer." 

At  this  information,  which  seemed  to  be  the  seal- 
ing of  his  condemnation  with  Mary,  the  heart  of 
Thaddeus  was  pierced  to  the  core.  Unacquainted, 
until  this  moment,  with  the  torments  attending  the 
calumniated,  he  could  scarcely  -subdue  the  tempest 
in  his  breast,  when  forced  to  receive  the  conviction, 
that  the  woman  whom  he  loved  above  all  the  world, 
now  regarded  him  as  not  merely  a  villain,  but  the 
meanest  of  villains. 

He  returned  home  indignant  and  agitated.  The 
knowledge  that  Pembroke  Somerset  had  probably 
listened  to  the  falsehoods  of  Euphemia,  without 
suggesting  one  word  in  defence  of  him,  who  once 
was  his  friend,  inflicted  a  pang  more  deadly  than  the 
rest.  Shutting  himself  within  his  apartment,  toss- 
ed and  tortured  in  soul,  he  traversed  the  room,  un- 
til, resolving  to  seek  redress  from  the  advice  of  la- 
dy Tinemouth,  he  descended  the  stairs,  and  telling 
Mrs.  Robson,  that  he  should  leave  London  next 
morning  for  Lincolnshire,  begged  her  not  to  be 
uneasy  on  his  account,  as  he  went  on  business,  and 
would  return  in  a  few  days. 
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The  good  woman  almost  wept  at  this  intelli- 
gence ;  and  when  she  saw  him  depart  followed 
the  wheels  of  the  stage  coach  with  sighs  and  bless- 
ings. His  long  journey  passed  in  resentful  rev- 
eries, and  affectionate  anticipations  of  the  moment, 
in  which  he  should  pour  out  his  gratitude  to  th^e 
maternal  tenderness  of  lady  Tinemouth,  and  learn 
from  her  delicacy  and  experience,  how  to  efface 
from  the  minds  of  Mrs.  Dorothy  Somerset  and 
her  lovely  niece,  sentiments  of  him,  so  dishonour- 
ing, torturing,  and  false. 


Vol.  It 
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The  porter  at  lady  Dundas's  was  strictly  correct 
in  his  account,  respecting-  ti^e  destination  of  the 
dispersed  members  of  her  ladyship's  household. 

Whilst  Pembroke  Somerset  was  sullenly  exe- 
cuting his  forced  act  of  benevolence  at  Newgate, 
Miss  Dundas  suddenly  took  it  into  her  ever  schem- 
ing head,  to  compare  the  merits  of  Somerset's  rich 
expectancy,  with  the  pennyless  certainty  of  Lascel- 
les.  She  considered,  how  high  the  wife  of  a  baron- 
et stood  in  the  train  of  precedence,  over  the  hum- 
ble caret  s/iosa  of  a  man,  owning  no  other  rank,  than 
a  reflected  lustre,  shot  from  the  coronet  of  an  elder 
brothej.  Lady  Somerset,  she  thought,  would  be  a 
prettier  salutation,  than  the  empty  courtesy  of  Hon- 
ourable. Besides,  Pembroke  was  very  handsome  : 
J^ascelles,6nly  tolerably  so :  indeed  some  women  had 
presumed  to  call  him  ugly  ;  but  they  were  oddimor- 
tals,  who,  not  believing  ihQ  ?nete7n/isi/c/iosis  dociv'wQ 
-of  the  taylor  and  his  decorating  adjuncts.,- could  not 
comprehend,  that  although  a  mere  human  creature 
can  have  no  such  property,  a  man  of  fashion  may 
possess  an  elixir  vitie,  which  makes  age  youth,  de* 
formity  beauty,  and  even  transforms  vice  into  virtue. 

In  spite  of  remembrance,  which  reminded  Diana, 
how  often,  amongst  a  little  bevy  of  females,  she 
had  contended  with  acrimony,  that  all  Mr.  Las- 
celles'  teeth  were  his  own  ;  that  his  nose  was  not 
a  bit  too  long,  being  an  exact y^c  simile  of  the  same 
feature,  which  reared  its  sublime  curve  over  the 
Ccpacious  mouth  of  his  noble  brother  lord  Castle- 
Con  way  ;  notwithstanding   this,  the   Pythagorean 
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pTetenlions  of  fashion  began  to  lose  their  ascendan- 
cy ;  and,  in  the  recesses  of  her  mind,  when  Miss 
Dundas  compared  the  light  elegance  of  Pembroke's 
figure,  with  the  heavy  limbs  of  her  present  lover  ; 
Pembroke's  dark  and  ever  animated  eyes,  with  the 
gooseberry  orbs  of  Lascelles,  she  dropped  the  par* 
allel  ;  and  resolving  to  captivate  the  heir  of  Som- 
erset-Castle, admitted  no  remorse  at  jilting  tlic 
brother  of  Casile-Conway. 

To  this  end,  before  Pembroke's  i^turn  from 
Newgate,  Diana  told  her  mother  of  her  intention 
to  accompany  Mrs.  Dorothy  down  to  the  baro- 
net's ;  where  she  would  remain,  until  her  lady- 
ship should  think,  that  Euphemia  might  be  trusted 
to  rejoin  her  in  town.  Neither  Mrs.  Dorothy  nor 
Miss  Beaufort  liked  this  arrangement  ;  and  with 
an  aching  heart,  the  latter  prepared  to  take  her  seat 
next  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  in  the  travelling 
equipage,  which  was  to  convey  them  all  into  Ileices- 
tershire. 

At  supper,  Pembroke  sullenly  informed  his 
cousin  of  the  success  of  her  commands  ; — that  Mr. 
Constantine  was  free.  This  assurance,  though 
imparted  Avith  so  ungracious  an  air,  laid  her  head 
with  less  distraction  on  her  pillow  :  and  as  she 
stepped  into  Sir  Robert's  carriage  next  day  ena- 
bled her,  with  more  ease,  to  deck  her  lips  with 
smiles.  She  felt  that  the  penetrating  eyes  of  Mr. 
Somersiit  were  never  withdrawn  from  her  flice  ; 
offended  with  his  perverseness,  and  their  scrutiny, 
she  tried  to  baffle  their  inspection.  She  attempt- 
ed gaiety  when  she  gladly  would  have  wept.  But 
when  the  coach  mounted  the  top  of  Highgate-hill, 
and  discovered  a  last  view  of  that  city,  which  con- 
tained the  being,  whose  happiness  was  the  sole  ob- 
ject of  her  thoughts  and  prayers,  she  leaned  out  of 
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the  window,  to  hide  a  tear  which  she  could  not  re-^ 
press  ;  feeling  that  another  and  another  would 
start,  she  complained  of  the  dust,  and  pulling  her 
veil  over  her  eyes,  drew  back  into  the  corner  of 
the  carriage.  The  trembling  of  her  voice  and 
hands  during  the  performance  of  this  little  artifice, 
too  well  explained  to  Pembroke  what  was  passing 
in  her  mind.  At  once  dispelling  the  gloom  which 
shrouded  his  countenance,  he  turned  towards  her 
with  compassionate  tenderness  in  his  words  and 
looks  ;  he  called  her  attention,  by  degrees,  to 
the  happy  domestic  scene  she  was  to  meet  at 
the  castle  ;  and  thus  gradually  softening  her  dis- 
pleasure, into  the  easy  conversation  of  reciprocal 
affection,  he  rendered  the  remainder  of  their  long^ 
journey  less  irksome. 

When  at  the  end  of  the  second  day.  Miss  Beau- 
fort found  herself  in  the  old  avenue  leading  to  the 
base  of  the  hill  which  sustains  the  revered  walls  of 
Somerset-Castle,  a  mingled  emotion  took  posses- 
sion of  her  breast  ;  and  when  the  carriage  arrived 
at  the  foot  of  the  highest  terrace,  she  sprung  impa- 
tiently out  of  it,  and  hastening  up  the  stone  stairs 
into  the  front  hall,  met  her  uncle  at  the  door  of  the 
breakfast  parlour  where  he  held  out  his  arms  to  re- 
'Ceive  her. 

"  My  Mary  I  My  darling  1"  cried  he,  embrac- 
ing her  now  wet  cheek,  and  straining  her  throb- 
bing bosom  to  his  own,  "  Why,  my  dear  love,'* 
added  he,  almost  carrying  her  into  the  room,  "  I 
am  afraid  that  this  visit  to  town  has  injured  your 
licrves  !  Whence  arises  this  agitation  ?" 

She  knew  that  it  had  injured  her  peace  ;  and^ 
now  that  the  flood-gates  of  her  long  repelled  tears 
were  opened,  it  was  beyond  her  art,  or  the  sooth- 
ln?;s  of  her  affectionate  uncle,  to  stay  them.     A 
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moment  afterwards,  her  cousin  entered  the  room, 
followed  by  Mrs.  Dorothy  and  Miss  Dundas.  Miss 
Beaufort  hastily  rose  to  conceal  what  she  could  not 
check,  and  kissing  Sir  Robert's  hand,  asked  per- 
mission to  retire,  under  the  pretence  of  regaining 
those  spirits  which  had  been  dissipated  by  the  fa- 
tigues of  her  journey. 

In  her  own  chamber,  she  did,  indeed,  struggle 
to  recover  herself.  She  shuddered  at  the  impetus 
osity  of  her  emotions,  when  once  abandoned  of 
their  reins  ;  and,  resolved  from  this  hour  to  hold 
a  stricter  guard  over  the  consequences  of  her  ill- 
fated  passion. 

She  sat  down  in  the  v/indow  of  her  apartment  ; 
and,  looking  down  the  extensive  vale  of  Somerset, 
watched  the  romantic  wanderings  of  the  Witham, 
winding  its  course  through  the  domains  of  the 
castle,  and  nourishing  the  roots  of  those  immense 
oaks,  which  still  wave  their  expanded  branches 
over  its  quiet  stream.  She  reflected  on  the  revo- 
lution which  had  taken  place  in  her  mind,  since 
she  walked  on  its  banks,  the  evening  that  preceded 
her  visit  to  London,  Then,  she  was  free  as  air, 
and  gay  as  the  lark  ;  each  object  was  bright  and 
lovely  to  her  eyes  :  hope  seemed  to  woo  her  from 
every  green  slope,  every  remote  dingle  :  all  na- 
ture breathed  of  joy,  because  her  own  breast  was 
the  abode  of  gladness  Now,  all  continued  the 
same,  but  she  was  changed.  Surrounded  by  beau- 
ty, she  acknowledged  its  presence  ;  the  sweetness 
of  the  flowers  bathed  her  senses  in  fragrance  ; 
the  setting  sun,  gilding  the  heights,  ^led  a  yellow 
glory  over  the  distant  hills  ;  the  birds  were  hail- 
ing the  fallen  due  which  spangled  every  leaf; 
]ie  gazed  around,  and  sighed  heavily  when  she 
p  2 
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said  to  herself,  *'  Even  in  this  paradise  I  shall  be 
wretched.  Alas  1  my  heart  is  far  away  !  My 
^boul  lingers  about  one,  whom  I  may  never  more 
behold  !  about  one,  who  may  soon  cease  to  re- 
member that  such  a  being  as  Mary  Beaufort  is  in 
existence.  He  will  leave  England  !"  cried  she, 
raising  her  hands  and  eyes  to  the  glowing  heavens. 
»«  He  will  live,  he  will  die,  far,  far  from  me  I  In  a 
distant  land  he  will  wed  another,  whilst  I  shall 
know  no  wish  that  strays  from  him," 

Whilst  she  indulged  in  these  soliloquies,  she 
•forgot  both  Sir  Robert  and  her  resolution,  until  he 
sent  her  maid  to  beg,  that  if  she  were  better,  she 
would  come  down  and  make  tea  for  him.  At  this 
summons.  Miss  Beaufort  dried  her  eyes,  and  de- 
scended with  an  assumed  serenity,  to  the  saloon, 
where  the  family  were  assembled.  The  baronet 
having  greeted  Miss  Dundas  with  an  hospitable 
welcome,  seated  himself  between  his  sister  and  his 
son  ;  and,  whilst  he  received  his  favourite  bever- 
age from  the  hands  of  his  beloved  niece,  he  found 
that  comfort  once  more  re-entered  his  bosom. 

Sir  Robert  Somerset  was  a  man  whose  appear- 
ance alone  attracted  respect.  His  person  bore  the 
stamp  of  dignity  :  and  his  manners,  which  possess- 
ed the  exquisite  polish  of  travel,  secured  him  uni- 
versal esteem.  Though  little  beyond  fifty,  the 
various  perplexities  which  distressed  his  youth, 
not  only  rendered  his  hair  prematurely  grey,  but 
by  clouding  his  once  brilliant  eyes  with  thought- 
falness,  marked  his  aspect  with  old  age  and  mel- 
ancholy. The  baronet's  entrance  into  gay  life 
was  celebrated  for  wit  and  vivacity  :  He  was  the 
animating  spirit  of  every  party  ;  when,  strange  to 
tellj    an  inexplicable    metamorphosis   took  place 
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Soon  after  his  return  from  abroad,  his  marriage 
with  Miss  Beaufort  (a  woman  whom  he  loved  to^ 
madness)  taking  place,  excess  of  happiness  seemed 
to  change  his  nature,  and  gave  his  character  a  grad* 
ual  tinge  of  sadness.  After  his  wife's  death,  the  al- 
teration in  his  mind  produced  still  more  extraordi- 
nary effects,  and  shewed  itself  more  than  once  in 
all  the  terrors  of  approaching  insanity. 

The  latest  attack  of  that  kind  which  assailed 
him  was  about  the  middle  of  the  last  winter;  it 
seized  him  under  the  appearance  of  a  swoon,  as  he 
sat  reading  the  newspaper  at  breakfast ;  he  was  car- 
ried to  bed,  and  awoke  in  a  delirium,  which  threat- 
ened, either  immediate  death,or  the  total  extinction 
of  his  intellects.  However,  neither  of  these  dreads 
being  confirmed,  in  the  course  af  several  weeks,  to* 
the  wonder  of  every  body,  he  recovered  both  his. 
health  and  his  sound  mind.  Notwithstanding  this 
happy  event,  the  circumstances  of  his  danger,  so 
deeply  affected  his  family,  that  he  continued  to  be 
an  object  of  very  anxious  attention.  Indeed  solici- 
tude did  not  terminate  with  them  :  the  munifi» 
cence  of  his  disposition,  having  spread  itself 
through  every  county  in  which  he  owned  a  rood  o£ 
land,  as  many  prayers  ascended  for  the  repose  of 
his  spirit,  as  ever  petitioned  Heaven,  from  the 
mouths  of  '  monkish  beadsmen,'  in  favour  of  power 
or  virtue. 

Since  the  demise  of  lady  Somerset,  this  excel- 
lent man  drew  all  his  comfort  from  the  amiable 
qualities  of  his  son  Pembroke.  Sometimes  in  his 
livelier  hours,  which  came  *  like  angel  visits,  feio 
and  far  beiioeen,'  he  amused  himself  with  the  play- 
fulness of  the  little  earl  of  Arun,  the  pompous  eru- 
dition of  Mr.   Loftus   (who   was  become  his  lord^ 
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ship's  tutor)  and  with  giving  occasional  entertain- 
ments to  the  gentry  in  his  neighbourhood. 

Of  all  the  personages  contained  within  this  cir- 
cle, (which  the  hospitality  of  Sir  Robert  extended 
to  a  circumference  of  thirty  miles,)  lord  Berrington 
was  the  most  respected. 

The  numerous  visitants  that  attended  the  Somer^ 
set-hunt  were  too  gay  to  be  admitted  with  intimacy. 
A  son  of  one  of  these  itinerant  families,  (which, 
ever  on  the  full  chace  of  pleasure,  had  fixed  itself 
at  Wood-hill  Lodge,  on  the  right  of  the  little  town 
of  Grantham,)  by  calling  at  the  castle,  soon  after  the 
arrival  of  the  London  party,  caused  a  trifling  change 
in  its  social  arrangement. 

When  Richard  Shafto  was  ushered  into  the  sa- 
loon, he  nodded  to  Sir  Robert,  and,  turning  his  back 
on  the  ladies,  told  Pembroke,  that  he  had  ridden  to 
Somerset,  on  purpose  to  bring  him  to  Woodhill 
Lodge. 

"  Upon  my  soul,"  cried  he,  "  If  you  don't  come, 
I  Vv'ill  leave  my  mother.  Would  you  believe  it, 
that  on  account  of  Sir  Hallerand  having  gone  out 
plenipotentiary  to  some  damned  place  on  the  conti- 
tent,  she  has  taken  into  her  head  to  rusticate  till  his 
return  ?  Upon  my  soul,  lam  moped  to  death  ! 
There  is  not  a  creature,  but  yourself,  within  twenty 
miles,  to  whom  I  would  speak  ;  not  a  man  worth  a 
sixpence  !  I  wish  to  heaven,  my  f.\ther  had  broken 
his  neck,  before  he  accepted  that  rascally  embassy, 
which  encumbers  me  with  the  charge  of  an  old 
woman  !" 

After  this  dutiful  wish,  winch  brought  down  a 
weighty  admonition  from  Mrs.  Dorothy,  the  young 
gentleman  promised  to  beg  her  pardon  for  his  filial 
irreverence,  provided  that  she  could  persuade  Pem- 
broke to  accompany  him  to  the  lodge.     Mr.  Somer  - 


THADDEUS    OF    WARSAW,  169 

set  did  not  shew  much  alacrity  in  his  consent ;  but 
purposely  to  rid  his  family  of  such  a  noisy  guest, 
he  rose  from  his  chair,  and  acquiescing  in  the 
sacrifice  of  a  few  days  to  good-nature,  bade  his 
father  farewell,  and  gave  orders  for  a  ride  to 
Grantham. 

As  soon  as  the  gentlemen  left  the  saloon.  Miss 
Dundas  ran  up  stairs,  and,  from  her  dressing-room 
window  in  the  west  tower,  pursued  the  steps  ot^ 
their  horses,  as  they  cantered  down  the  winding 
steep,  into  the  high-road.  An  abrupt  angle  of  the 
bill  hiding  them  at  once  from  her  view,  she  turned 
round  with  a  toss  of  the  head,  and,  flinging  herself 
into  her  chair,  exclaimed,  "  Now  I  shall  be  bored 
to  death  by  this  abominably  stupid  family  !  I  wish 
the  devil  had  taken  Shafto  before  he  thought  of 
coming  hither  !" 

In  consequence  of  the  humour,  which  engender- 
ed the  above  no  very  flattering  compliment,  to  the 
society  at  the  castle,  Miss  Dundas  descended  to  the 
dining-room,  with  sulky  looks  and  a  chilling  air. 
She  ate  what,  the  baronet  laid  on  her  plate,  with  an 
indolent  appetite  ;  cut  her  meat  carelessly,  and 
dragged  the  vegetables  over  the  table-cloth.  Mrs. 
Dorothy  coloured  at  this  indifference  to  the  usual 
neatness  of  her  damask  covers  ;  but  Miss  Dundas 
was  so  completely  in  the  sullens,  that,  heedless  of 
any  other  feelings  than  her  own,  she  continued  to 
pull  and  knock  about  the  things  just  as  her  ill 
humour  dictated. 

The  petulance  of  this  lady's  behaviour  did  not 
in  the  least  assimilate  with  the  customary  decorum 
of  Sir  Robert's  table  ;  and,  when  the  cloth  was 
drawn,  he  could  not  refrain  from  expressing  his 
concern,  that  Somerset  Castle  appeared  so  little 
calculated  to  afford  satisfaction  to  a  daughter  of  lady 
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Dundas.  Miss  Dundas  attempted  some  awkward 
declaration,  that  she  never  was  more  amused,  never 
happier.  But  the  small  credit  which  Sir  Robert 
gave  to  her  assertion  was  fully  warranted  the  next 
morning,  by  the  ready  manner  in  which  she  ac- 
cepted a  casual  invitation,  to  spend  the  ensuing  day. 
and  night  at  lady  Shafto's.  Her  ladyship  called  on 
Mrs.  Dorothy,  and  intending  to  have  a  party  in  the 
evening,  invited  the  two  young  ladies  to  return  i 
with  her  to  Grantham,  and  be  her  guests  for  a 
week.  Miss  Beaufort,  whose  spirits  were  far  from 
tranquillized,  declined  her  civility  ;  .  but,  with  a 
gleam  of  pleasure,  she  heard  it  accepted  by  Miss 
Dundas,  who  departed  with  her  ladyship  for  the 
lodge. 

Whilst  the  enraptured  Diana,  all  life  and  glee, 
bowled  along  with  lady  Shafto,  anticipated  the  de- 
light of  once  more  seating  herself  at  the  elbow 
of  Pembroke  Somerset,  Mary  Beaufort,  relieved 
from  a  load  of  ill-requited  attentions,  walkisd  out 
into  the  Park,  to  enjoy,  in  solitude,  the  intoxicat- 
ing sorrow  of  thinking  on  the  unhappy  and  far  dis- 
tant Constantine.  Regardless  of  the  way,  her  foot- 
steps, though  robbed  of  elasticity  by  nightly  watch- 
ing and  daily  regret,  led  her  beyond  the  park,  to 
the  ruined  church  of  Woolthorpe,  its  southern 
boundary.  Her  eyes  were  jBxed  on  the  opposite 
horizon.  It  was  the  extremity  of  Leicestershire  ; 
and  far,  far  behind  those  hills,  was  that  London 
which  contained  the  object  dearest  to  her  soul. 
The  wind  seemed  scarcely  to  breathe  as  it  floated 
towards  her  ;  but  it  came  from  that  quarter  ;  and, 
believing  it  laden  with  every  sweet  which  love  can 
fancy,  she  threw  back  her  veil  to  inhale  its  balm  ; 
then  blaming  herself  for  such  baby  weakness,  she 
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''turned,  blushing-,  homewards,  and  wept  at,  what 
she  thought,  her  unreasonably  tenacious  passion. 

The  arrival  of  Miss  Dundas  at  the  lodge  was 
communicated  to  the  two  young  men  on  their  re- 
turn from  a  traverse  on  foot,  of  half  the  country  in 
quest  of  game.  The  news  drew  an  oath  from 
Shafto  ;  but  rather  pleased  Somerset,  who  augur- 
ed some  amusement  from  her  attempts  at  wit  and 
judgment.  Tired  to  death,  and  dinner  being  over 
when  they  entered,  with  ravenous  appetites  they 
devoured  their  uncomfortable  meal  in  a  remote 
room  ;  then,  throwing  themselves  along  the  sofas, 
they  yawned,  and  slept  for  near  two  hours. 

Pembroke  waking  first,  suddenly  jumped  on  the 
floor,  and  shaking  his  disordered  clothes,  exclaim- 
ed, "  Shafto  1  Get  up.  This  is  abominable  ! 
Efiuth,  I  cannot  help  thinking,  that  if  we  spencl 
one  half  of  our  days  in  pleasure,  and  the  other  in 
lolling  off  its  fatigues,  we  shall  have  passed  thro' 
life  more  to  our  shame  than  our  profit  1*' 

"  Then  you  may  take  the  shame,  and  leave  me 
the  profit  ;"  eried  his  companion,  turning  himself 
round  :  "  so  good  night  to  you." 

Pembroke  rang  the  bell.     A  servant  entered. 

"  What  o'clock  is  it  ?" 

"Eight,  Sir." 

"  Who  are  above  ?" 

"  r>Iy  lady.  Sir,  and  a  large  party  of  ladies.** 

"  There  now  !"  cried  Shafto,  yawning  and  kick- 
ing out  his  legs.  "  You  surely  won't  go  to  be  bor- 
ed with  such  damned  maudlin  company  ?*' 

*'  I  choose  to  join  your  mother  ;'*  replied  Pem- 
broke.    "  Are  there  any  gentlemen,  Stephen  ?** 

''  One,  Sir  ;    doctor  Denton." 

"  Confound  you  !"  roared  Shafto,  "  what  do 
*  you  stand  jabbering  there  for  !   You   won't  let  mc 
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sleep.    Can't  you  send  away  the  fellow,  and  go 
look  yourself?" 

"  I  will,  if  you  can  persuade  yourself  to  rise  off 
that  sofa,  and  conae  with  me." 

"  May  the  devil  catch  me  if  I  do  !  Get  about 
your  business,  ai?d  leave  me  to  mine." 

"  You  are  incorrigible,  Shafto  !"  returned  Pem- 
broke, as  he  closed  the  door. 

He  went  up  stairs  to  change  his  dress  ;  and  be- 
fore he  gained  the  second  flight,  he  resolved,  not 
to  spend  two  other  whole  days  in  the  company  of 
such  an  ignorant,  unmannerly  cub. 

On  Mr.  Somerset's  entrance  into  lady  Shafto's 
drawing-room,  he  saw  many  ladies  :  but  only  one 
gentleman,  who  was  the  before-mentioned  Dr. 
Denton  ;  a  poor,  shallow-headed  parasitical  ani- . 
mal.  Pembroke,  having  seen  enough  of  him,  to 
despise  his. pretensions  both  to  science  and  sincer- 
ity, returned  his  wide  smirk  and  eager  inquiries, 
with  a  ceremonious  bow,  and  took  his  seat  by  the 
side  of  the  now  delighted  Miss  Dundas.  The  viv- 
id spirits  of  Diana,  which  she  used  all  her  art  to 
render  peculiarly  sparkling  when  he  made  his  ap- 
pearance, entertained  him  ; — when  compared  with 
the  insipid  sameness  of  her  ladyship,  or  the  brutal 
ribaldry  of  her  son,  her  mirth  was  wit,  and  her  re- 
marks wisdom. 

"Dear  Mr.  Somerset  I"  cried  she,  "how  good 
you  are  to  break  this  sad  solemnity.  1  vow,  until 
you  shewed  your  face,  I  thought  the  days  of  pa- 
ganism  were  revived,  and  that,  lacking  men,  wo 
w^ere  assembled  here  to  celebrate  the  mysteries  ot 
the  Bona  Dea.'^ 

"  Lacking  men  1"  replied  he,  smiling,  "  You 
have  overlooked  the  assiduous  doctor  Denton  ?" 
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^^O,  no  ;  that  is  a  cameleon  in  man's  clothing. 
He  breathes  air,  he  eats  air,  he  emits  air  ;  and  a 
most  pestilential  breath  it  is  j  only  observe  how  he 
is  pouring  nonsense  into  the  ear  of  yonder  sable 
statue." 

Pembroke  directed  his  eyes  as  Miss  Dundas  de- 
sired him  ;  they  fell  on  doctor  Denton,  who  stood 
whispering,  and  bowing  before  a  lady  in  black,  who 
sat  almost  ctDncealed  by  the  window  curtain.  The 
lady  put  up  her  lip,  the  doctor  proceeded  ;  she 
frowned,  he  would  not  be  daunted  ;  the  lady  rose 
from  her  seat,  and  slightly  bending  her  head, 
crossed  the  room.  Whilst  Mr.  Somerset  was  con- 
t'emplating  her  majestic  figure,  and  fine,  though 
pale  features.  Miss  Dundas  touched  his  arm,  and 
smiling  satirically,  repeated,  in  an  aifected  voice  : 

"  Hail,  pensive  Nun  !  devout  and  holy  I 
<*  Hail,  divine  St  Melancholy  !'^ 

**  If  she  be  melancholy,'*  returned  Pembroke, 
unconsciously  sighing,  "  I  would  forever  say, 

"  'Hence,  unholy  Mirth,  of  Folly  born  !'* 

Miss  Dundas  reddened.  She  never  liked  this 
interesting  woman,  who  was  not  only  too  hand- 
some for  competition^  but  possessed  an  understand- 
ing, whose  temper  wolild  not  tolerate  ignorance 
atid  presumption.  Diana's  ill-natured  impertinence 
having  several  times  received  deserved  chastise- 
ment from  that  quarter,  she  was  vexed  to  the  soulj 
when  Pembroke  closed  his  animated  response  with 
the  question,  "  Who  is  she  :" 

Miss  Dundas,  rather  too  bitterly  for  the  success 
of  her  design  on  his  heart,  iterated  his  words,  and 
Vol.  IL  q 
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then  answered,  "  Why,  she  is  crazed.  She  lives 
in  a  place  called  Harrowby  Abbey,  at  the  top  of  that 
hill  ;"  continued  she,  pointing  through  the  oppo- 
site window,  tx>  a  distant  rising  ground,  on  which 
the  moon  was  shining  brightly  ;  "  and,  I  am  told, 
frightens  the  cottagers  out  of  their  wits  by  her 
midnight  strolls.*' 

Hardly  knowing  how  to  credit  this  wild  account, 
Pembroke  asked  his  informer  if  she  were  serious. 

'*  Never  more  so.  Her  eyes  are  uncommonly 
wild.'* 

"  You  must  be  jesting,"  returned  he  ;  "  they 
seem  perfectly  reasonable." 

Miss  Dundas  laughed.  "  Like  Hamlet's,  they 
*  knoiv  not  seems^  but  have  that  m)ithin  which  fiass- 
cth  shew  /'  Believe  me,  she  is  mad  enough  for  bed- 
lam ;  and  of  that  I  could  soon  convince  you.  I 
wonder  how  lady  Shafto  thought  of  inviting  her  at 
all." 

"  WeH,"  cried  Pembroke,  "if  those  features 
announce  madness,  I  shall  never  admire  a  look  of 
sense  again." 

"  Bless  us,'/  exclaimed  Miss  Dundas,  "  you  are 
wonderfully  struck  1  Don't  you  see  she  is  old 
enough'to  be  your  mother  ?" 

"  That  may  be,"  answered  he,  smiling  :;  "  nev- 
ertheless, she  is  one  of  the  most  lovely  women  I 
ever  behdd.     Gome,  tell  me  her  name." 

J' I  will  satisfy  you  in  a  moment,"  rejoined 
Diana  ;  "and  then  away  with  your  rhapsodies  1. 
She  is  the  very  countess  of  Tinemouth,  who 
brought,  as  her  most  particular  friend,  that  vaga- 
bond foreigner  to  our  house,  who  would  have  run. 
off  with  Phemy." 

"  Lady  Tinemouth  !"  exclaimed  Pembroke,  "I 
never  saw  her  before.     My  ever  lamented. mother 
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met  her,  whilst  I  was  abroad,  and  she  e&teetned  her 
highly.     Pray  present  me  to  her  I" 

"Impossible,"  replied  Diana,  vexed  at  the  turn 
which  his  curiosity  had  taken  ;  "I  wrote  to  her 
about  the  insidious  wretch,  and  now  we  don't 
speak.'* 

"  Then  I  will  introduce  myself,"  answered  he  : 
he  was  moving  away,  when  Miss  Dundas  (whose, 
delight  lay  in  tormenting  those  whom  she  could  = 
not  subjugate,)  caught  hold  of  his  arm,  and,  by 
some  attempts  at  badinage  and  raillery,  held  him 
in  his  place,  until  the  countess  made  her  farewell- 
courtesy  to  lady  Shafto,  and  the  door  was  closed. 

Disappdinted  at  this  manceuvre,  Pembroke  re- 
seated himself ;  and  wondering  why  his  aunt  and 
cousin  had  not  heard  cff  her  ladyship's  arrival  at 
Harrowby,  he  determined  to  wait  on  her  next  day. 
Regardless  of  every  word  which  the  provoked  Diana"^ 
addressed  to  him,  he  remained  silent  and  meditat- 
ing uniiV  the  loud  voice  of  Shafto,  roaring  in  his- 
ear,  made  him  turn  suddenly  round.  Miss  Dun- 
chs  tried  to  laugh  at  his  reverie,  though  she  knew 
that  such  a  flagrant  instance  of  inattention  was 
death  to  her  hopes  ;  but  Pembroke,  not  inclined  to 
partake  in  the  jest,  coolly  asked  his  bearish  com- 
panion what  he  wanted  ? 

"  Nothing,  upon  my  soul,"  cried  he,  "  but  to 
hear  you  speak.  What  the  devil  were  you  looking  ' 
at  on  the  carpet  ?  Miss  Dundas  tells  me,  that  you 
have  lost  your  heart,  to  yonder  grim  countess, 
whom  my  mother  wanted  me  to  gallant  up  the 
hill  ?" 

"  Shafto  !"  answered  Pembroke,  rising  from 
his  chair,  "  you  cannot  be  speaking  of  lady  Tine- 
mouth," 
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"  Efaith  I  am,"  roared  he  :  "  and  tf  she  be  such. 
a  sca?n/i  as  to  live  without  a  carriage,  I  won't  be 
her  lacquey  for  nothing.  Two  miles  are  not  to  be- 
trampled  over  by  me,  with  no  better  companion 
than  an  old  painted  woman  of  quality.'* 

"  Surely  you  cannot  mean,"  returned  Pembroke^ 
"  that  her  ladyship  was  to  walk  from   this  place  ?'* 

"  Without  a  doubt,"  cried  Shafto,  bursting  into 
a  horse  laugh :  "  you  would  be  clever  to  see  my 
lady  Stingy  in  any  other  carriage  than  her  clogs.'* 

Irritated  at  the  malice  of  Miss  Dundas,  and 
despising  the  vulgar  ilhberality  of  Shafto,  Pem- 
broke, without  deigning  a  reply,  abruptly  left  the 
room  ;  and,  hastening  out  of  the  house,  ran,  rather 
than  walked,  in  hopes  of  overtaking  the  countess, 
before  she  reached  Harrowby. 

He  crossed  the  little  wooden  bridge  which  lies 
over  the  Witham  ;  he  scoured  the  fields  ;  he  leap- 
ed every  stile  and  gate  in  his  way,  gained  the  en- 
closure that  leads  to  the  top  of  the  hill ;  where  he 
descried  a  light  moviog,  and  very  rightly  conjec- 
tured that  it  must  be  the  lantern  carried  by  her 
ladyship's  attendant.  Another  spring  over  the 
shattered  fence  cleared  all  obstacles  ;  and  he  found 
himself  close  to  lady  Tinemouth,  who  was  leaning 
on  the  arm  of  a  gentleman.  Pembroke  stopped  at 
this  sight ;  supposing  that  she  had  been  met  by 
some  person  belonging  to  the  town,  whose  readier 
gallantry  now  occupied  the  place,  which  Miss 
Dundas  prevented  him  from  filling,  he  was  pre- 
paring to  retreat,  when  lady  Tinemouth  happening 
to  turn  her  head,  imagined  from  the  hesitating  em- 
barrassment of  his  manner,  that  he  was  a  stranger 
who  had  lost  his  way,  and  accosted  him  with  that 
mquiry. 
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Pembroke  bowed  in  some  confusion,  and  related 
the  simple  fact,  of  his  having  heard,  that  she- 
quitted  lady  Shafto's  house  witho  ut  any  guard  but 
the  servant ;  and,  that  he  had  hurried  out,  the  mo- 
ment he  learned  the  circumstance,  to  proffer  his 
services.  The  countess  not  only  thanked  him  for 
such  attention,  but,  constrained  by  a  civility  wliich 
at  that  instant  she  could  have  wished  not  to  have 
been  necessary,  asked  him  to  walk  forward  with 
her  to  the  Abbey,  and  partake  of  some  refreshment. 
"  But,*'  added  she,  '^  though  I  perfectly  recollect 
having  seen  another  gentleman  in  lady  Shafto's' 
room,  besides  doctor  Denton,  I  have  not  the  honour 
of  knowing- your  name ." 

"  It  is  Somerset,"  returned  Pembroke  :  "  I  am' 
the  son  of  that  lady  Somerset,  who  during  the  last 
year  of  her  life  had  the  happiness  of -being  intimate 
with  your  ladyship."  i' 

Lady  Tinemouth  declared  her  ^pl^asure  at  thi^ 
meeting  ;  and  turning  to  the  gentleman,  who  was 
walking  in  silence  by  her  side,  "  Mr.  Constantine," 
said  she,  "allow  me  to  introduce  to  you,  the  cousin' 
of  the  amiable  Miss  Beaufort." 

Thaddeus,  who  had  tdo  well  recognised  the' 
voice  of  his  false  friendy'in  the  first  accents  which 
he  addressed  to  the  countess,  with  a  swelling  heart 
bent  his  head  to  the  told  salutation  of  Somerset. 
Hearing  that  her  ladyship's  companion  was  the^ 
same  Constantine  whom  he  liberated  from  prisoit,- 
Pembroke  was  stimulated  with  a  desire  to  unmask^ 
his  double  villany  to  lady  Tinemouth  ;  atid  con- 
ceiving a  curiosity  to  see  the  man,  whose  person 
and  meretricious  qualities  blinded  even' th-e  Judg- 
ment of  his  aunt  j  he  readily  obeyed  the  secoad 
q  2 
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invitation  of  the  countess,  and  consented  to  go  home 
and  sup  with  her. 

Meanwhile,  Thaddeus  was  agitated  with  a  variety 
of  emotions.  Every  tone  of  Pembroke's  voice  re- 
minding him  of  happier  days,  pierced  his  heart, 
whilst  a  sense  of  his  ingratitude  awakened  all  the 
pride  and  indignation  of  his  soul.  Full  of  resent- 
ment, he  determined,  that  whatever  might  be  the 
result,  he  would  not  shrink  from  an  interview,  the 
anticipation  of  which,  Pembroke  (who  had  received 
from  himself  an  intimation  of  the  name  he  as- 
sumed,) seemed  to  regard  with  such  indifference. 

Lady  Tinemouth  not  imagining  that  Somerset 
and  the  count  had  any  personal  knowledge  of  each 
other,  begged  the  gentlemen  to  accompany  her  into 
the  supper  parlour.  Pembroke  with  no  inconsidera- 
ble degree  of  rudeness,  pushed  by  Thaddeus,  and 
entered  the  room  before  him.  The  count  was  so 
shocked  at  this  instance  of  ungrateful  defiance,  and 
so  insulted  in  every  nerve,  that  he  was  obliged  to 
pause  a  moment  in  the  hall,  to  summon  coolness, 
to  fallow  him  with  a  composed  step,  and  dispas-* 
sionate  countenance.  He  accomplished  this  con- 
quest over  himself;  and  taking  off  his  hat,  laid  it 
down  on  the  sofa.  Lady  Tinemouth  began  to  ex- 
press her  joy  at  his  arrival.  The  eyes  of  Pem- 
broke fixed  on  the  calm,  but  severe  aspect  of  the 
man  before  him  :  he  stood  by  the  table  with  such 
an  air  of  princely  greatness,  that  the  candid  heart 
of  Pembroke  Somerset  soon  whispered  to  him, 
*  Siirely^  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  that  breast  !' 

Still  his  eyes  followed  him,  when  he  turned 
yound,  and  when  he  bent  his  head  to  answer  the 
countess,  in  a  voice  so  low,  that  it  escaped  his  ear. 
Pembroke  was  bewildered.  There  was  a  some- 
thing in  ^he  features,  in  the  mien  of  this  foreigner^ 
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SO  like  his  friend  Sobieski  !  But  then  Sobieski  was 
all  frankness  and  animation  ;  his  cheek  bloomed 
with  the  rich  colouring  of  youth  and  happiness  ; 
his  eyes  flashed  pleasure,  and  his  lips  were  decked 
with  smiles.  On  the  contrary,  the  person  before 
him  was  not  only  considerably  taller,  and  of  more 
manly  proportions,  but  his  face  was  pale,  reserved, 
and  haughty  :  besides,  he  did  not  appear  even  to 
recollect  the  name  of  Somerset  ;  and,  what  at  once 
destroyed  the  supposition,  his  own  was  Constantine. 

These  reasonings  having  quickly  passed  through 
the  mind  of  Pembroke,  they  left  his  heart  un- 
satisfied. The  conflict  of  his  mind  flushed  his 
cheek  ;  his  bosom  beat  ;  and,  keeping  his  search- 
ing and  ardent  gaze  rivetted  on  the  man,  who  was 
either  his  friend,  or  his  counterpart,  lady  Tine- 
mouth  withdrew  from  the  table,  and  the  eyes  of  the 
two  young  men  met.  Thaddeus  turned  paler  than 
before.  There  is  an  intelligence  in  the  interchange 
of  looks,  which  cannot  be  mistaken  ;  it  is  the  com- 
munication of  souls,  and  there  is  no  deception  in 
their  language.  Pembroke  flew  forward,  and 
catching  hold  of  his  friend's  hand,  exclaimed  in  an 
impetuous  voice,  "  Am  I  right  ?  Are  you  Sobi- 
eski ?" 

"  I  am,"  returned  Thaddeual,"  almost  inarticulate 
with  emotion,  and  hardly  knowing  what  to  under- 
stand by  Somerset's  behaviour. 

"  Gracious  Heaven  !"  cried  he,  still  grasping 
his  hand,  "  and  can  you  have  forgotten  your  friend 
Pembroke  Somerset  ?" 

The  ingenuous  heart  of  Thaddeus  acknowledg- 
ed the  words  and  manner  of  Pem!)roke,  to  be  the 
language  of  truth  ;  and,  trusting  that  some  mis- 
take had  involved  his  former  conduct,  he  at  once 
cast  off  all  suspicion,  and  throwing  his  arms  around 
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liinij   strained   him   to    his  breast,   and  burst  into 
tears. 

Lady  Tinemouth,  who,  during  this  scene,  stood 
mute  with  surprise,  now  advanced  to  the  friends, 
who  were  weeping  on  each  other's  necks,  and  tak- 
ing a  hand  of  each,  "  My  dear  Sobieski,"  cried  she, 
"  Why  did  you  withhold  the  knowledge  of  this- 
friendship  from  me  ?  Had  you  told  me  that  you 
and  Mr.  Somerset  were  acquainted,  this  happy 
meeting  might  have  been   accomplished  sooner." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Pembroke,  turning  to  the  coun- 
tess and  wiping  away  the  tears  which  were  trem- 
bling on  his  cheek,  "  nothing  could  have  given  me 
pain  at  this  moment,  but  the  conviction,  that  he- 
who  was  the  preserver  of  my  life,  and  my  most 
gei^erous  protector,  should,  in  this  country,  have 
endured  the  most  abject  distress,  rather  than  let 
me  know  that  it  was  in  my  power  to  be  grateful." 

Thaddeus  took  out  his  handkerchief,  and  for  a- 
few  minutes  concealed  his  face.  The  countess 
looked  on  him  with  tenderness  ;  and  believing  that 
he  would  sooner  regain  composure,  were  he  alone 
with  his  friend,  she  stole  unobserved  out  of  the 
room. 

Pembroke  affectionately  resumed;  "But,  I 
hope,  dear  Sobieski,  that  you  will  never  leave  me 
more.  I  have  an  excellent  father,  who,  when  he  is 
made  acquainted  with  my  obligations  to  you  and 
your  noble  family,  will  glory  in  loving  you  as  a 
son."  Thaddeus  having  subdued  '  the  ivo?nan  in 
his  heart^  raised  his  head,  with  an  expression  in 
his  eyes  far  different  from  tiiat,  which  chilled  the 
blood  of  Pembroke,  on  their  first  encounter. 

"  Circumstances,"  said  he,  "  dear  Somerset, 
have  made  me  greatly  injure  you.  A  strange 
neglect  on  your   side,  since  we   separated  at  Vil- 
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latiow,  gave  the  first  blow  to  my  confidence  in  your 
friendship.  Tliough  I  lost  your  direct  address,  I 
wrote  to  you  often,  and  yet  you  persevered  in  si- 
lence. When  I  came  to  England,  after  having 
witnessed  the  destruction  of  all  that  was  dear  to 
me  in  Poland,  and  then  of  Poland  itself,  I  wished 
to  give  your  faithfulness  another  chance  ;  I  ad- 
dressed two  letters  to  you  ;  I  even  delivered  the 
last  at  your  door  myself,  and  I  saw  you  in  the 
window  when  I  sent  it  in.'* 

"  By  all  that  is  sacred,'*  cried  Pembroke  vehe- 
mently, and  amazed,  "  I  never  saw  any  letter 
from  you  !  I  wrote  you  many.  I  never  heard  of 
these  you  mention.  Indeed,  I  should  even  now 
have  been  ignorant  of  the  palatine's,  and  your 
mother's  cruel  fate,  had  it  not  been  too  circumstan- 
tially related  in  the  newspapers." 

"  I  believe  you,"  returned  Thaddeus,  drawing  an 
agonizing  sigh,  at  the  dreadful  picture  which  the 
last  sentence  recalled  ;  "  I  believe  you  ;  though 
at  the  time  of  which  I  speak,  I  thought  otherwise  } 
for,  next  day,  both  my  letters  were  re-enclosed  in  a 
blank  cover,  directed  as  if  by  your  hand,  and 
brought  by  a  servant,  with  a  message,  that  there 
was  no  answer." 

"  Powers  of  heaven  V*  exclaimed  Somerset, 
*'  there  must  be  some  villany  in  this  I  Dearest 
Thaddeus  1"  cried  he,  breaking  off  abruptly,  and 
grasping  his  hand,  "  I  would  have  flown  to  you^ 
had  it  been  to  meet  death  !  But  why  did  you  not 
come  in  yourself?  Who  prevented  you  ?;Then 
no  mistake  could  have  happened.  Why  did  you 
not  come  in  yourself  ?" 

"  Because  I  was  uncertain  of  your  sentiments  ; 
my  first  letter  remained  unnoticed  ;  and  my  heart, 
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dear   Somerset,"   added   he,    pressing   his  hand,. 
^'  would  not  stoop  to  solicitation." 

"  Solicitation  ?*'  exclaimed  Pembroke  with- 
warmth,  "  you  have  a  right  to  demand  my  life  1 
But  there  is  some  rascally  business  in  this  affair  ; 
nothing  else  could  have  carried  it  through  ;  if  any 
of  my  servants  have  dared  to  open  these  letters—- 
Merciful  Heaven,"  cried  he,  interrupting  himself, 
"  how  you  must  have  despised  me  I" 

"  I  was  afficted,"  returned  Thaddeus,  "  that 
the  man  whom  my  family  so  warmly  loved  could 
prove  so  unworthy  ;  and  afterwards,  whenever  I 
met  you  in  the  streets,  which  I  think  was  once  or 
twice,  I  confess,  to  pass  you,  cut  me  to  the  heart.** 
"  And  you  have  met  me  !"  exclaimed  Pembroke,^ 
"and  I  not  see  you  ?  I  cannot  comprehend  it." 

"Yes,"  answered  Thaddeus,  "  and  the  first 
time  was  going  into  the  playhduse.  I  believe  I 
called  after  you." 

"  It  is  now  ten  months  since,"  returned  Pem- 
broke ;  "  I  remember  very  welU  that  somebody 
called  out  my  name,  while  I  was  handing  lady 
Coningsby  and  her  sister  into  the  porch.  I  look- 
ed about,  and  not  seeing  any  one  whom  I  knew, 
thought  I  must  have  been  mistaken.  But,  why, 
dear  Sobieski,  why  did  you  not  follow  me  into  the 
theatre  ?" 

Thaddeus  shook  his  head,  and  smiling  languid- 
ly ;  ''  My  poverty  would  not  permit  me,"  replied 
he,  "  but  I  waited  in  the  hall,  until  every  body  left 
the  house,  in  hopes  of  intercepting  you  as  you 
passed." 

Pembroke  sprung  from  his  chair  at  these  words, 
and,  with  the  most  vehement  voice  and  action,  ex- 
claimed, "  I  see  it  1  That  rascal  Loftus  is  at  the 
bottom  of  it  1  He  followed    me  into  the   theatre  ; 
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he  must  have  seen  you,  and  his  cursed  selfishness 
was  alarmed.  Yes,  it  must  be  he  !  He  would  not 
allow  me  to  return  that  way  ;  when  I  said  I  would, 
he  told  me  a  thousand  lies  about  the  carriages 
coming  round,  and,  like  a  fool,  I  went  out  by  an- 
other door/' 

"  Who  is  Mr.  Loftus?"  inquired  Thaddeus, 
surprised  at  his  friend's  suspicion  ;  "  I  do  not 
know  the  man." 

"  What,"  returned  Pembroke,  walking  about 
-the  room  in  a  heat,  "  don't  you  remember,  that 
Loftus  is  the  name  of  the  scoundrel,  who  persuad- 
ed me  to  volunteer  against  Poland  ?  to  screen  his 
baseness,  I  have  brought  all  this  upon  myself." 

"  Now  1  recollect  it,"  replied  Thaddeus  ;  "  but 
I  never  saw  him." 

"  Yet  I  am  not  less  certain  that  I  am  right,"  re- 
plied Somerset  :  "  I  will  tell  you  my  reasons.-—. 
After  I  quitted  Villanow,  you  remember  I  met  him 
at  Dantzic.  Befoi^e  we  left  the  port,  he  implored, 
almost  on  his  knees,  that  in  pity  to  his  mother  and 
sisters,  whom  he  supported  out  of  his  salary,  I 
would  refrain  from  incensing  my  parents  against 
him,  by  relating  any  circumstance  of  our  visit  to 
Poland.  The  man  shed  tears  as  he  spoke  ;  and, 
like  a  fool,  I  consented  to  keep  the  secret,  till  the 
vicar  of  Somerset  (a  poor  soul,  ill  of  the  dropsy) 
dies,  and  he  be  in  possession  of  the  living.  W^hen 
we  landed  in  England,  I  found  that  the  cause  of  my 
sudden  recal  was  the  illness  of  my  dear  mother. 
But  Heaven  denied  me  the  happiness  of  beholding 
her  again  :  she  had  been  buried  two  days  before  I 
reached  the  shore."  Pembroke  paused  a  moment, 
and  then  resumed — ''  For  near  a  month  after  my 
return,  I  could  not  quit  my  room  ;  a  fever  seized 
me  :  but,  on  my  recovery,  I  wrote  both  to  you  and 
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to  tlie  palatine.  I  repeated  my  letters,  at  least  ev* 
ery  six  weeks,  during  the  first  year  of  our  separa*- 
tion  ;  yet  you  persisted  in  being  silent.  Hurt  as 
I  was  at  this  neglect,  I  believed  that  gratitude  de- 
manded some  sacrifices  from  pride,  and  I  continu* 
ed  to  write,  even  till  the  spring  following.  Mean- 
while, the  papers  of  the  day  teemed  with  Sobieski's 
actions,  Sobieski's  fame  ;  and,  supposing  that  in* 
creasing  glory  had  blotted  me  out  of  your  memory, 
1  resolved,  thenceforth,  to  regard  our  friendship  as 
a  dream,  and  never  to  speak  of  it  more.*' 

Confounded  at  this  double  misapprehension^ 
Thaddeus,  with  a  glowing  countenance,  expressed 
his  regret  for  having  doubted  his  friend  ;  and,  re- 
peating the  assurance  of  having  been  punctual 
to  his  promise  of  correspondence,  even  when  he 
deemed  him  inconstant,  acknowledged,  that  no- 
thing but  a  premeditated  scheme  could  have  effect- 
ed so  many  disappointments. 

"  Aye  ;'*  returned  Pembroke,  reddening  with 
awcikened  anger  ;  I  could  swear  that  Mr.  Loftus 
has  all  my  letters  in  his  bureau  at  this  moment  ! 
No  house  ever  gave  a  man  a  better  opportunity  to 
play  the  rogue  in  than  ours.  It  is  a  custom  with  us 
to  lay  our  letters  in  a  morning  on  the  hall  table, 
whence  they  are  sent  to  the  office  ;  and,  in  the 
same  way,  when  the  post  arrives,  they  are  spread 
out  that  their  several  owners  may  take  them  as 
they  pass  to  breakfast.  From  this  management,  I 
cannot  doubt  the  means  by  which  Mr.  Loftus, 'un- 
der the  hope  of  separating  us  forever,  has  inter- 
cepted every  letter  to  you,  and  every  letter  from 
you.  I  suppose  the  wretch  feared  that  I  might 
repent  my  engagement,  if  our  correspondence 
Were  allowed.  He  trembled,  lest  the  business 
should  be  blown  before  the  vicar  died,    and  in  con* 
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sequence  lose  both  the  expected  living,  and  his 
present  situation  about  lord  Arun.  A  villain  !  for 
once  he  has  judged  rightly  ;  I  will  unmask  him 
to  my  father ;  and  shew  him  what  it  is  to  purchase 
subsistence  at  the  expense  of  honour  and  justice.'^ 
Thaddeus,  who  could  iiot  withhold  immediate 
credit  to  these  evidences  of  chicanery,  tried  to  calm 
the  violence  of  his  friend  ;  who  only  answered,  by 
insisting  oh  having  his  company  back  With  him  to 
Somerset-Castle. 

"  I  long  to  present  you  to  my  father,"  cried 
Pembroke  ;  ''  when  I  tell  him  who  you  are  ;  of 
your  kindness  to  me,  how  rejoiced  will  he  be  ! 
How  happy,  how  proud,  to  have  you  as  his  guest  ; 
to  shew  the  warm  gratitude  of  a  Briton's  heart  1 
Indeed,  Sobieski,  you  will  love  hini  ;  for  he  is 
generous  and  noble,  like  your  inestimable  grand- 
father. Besides,"  added  he,  smiling  with  a  sud- 
den recollection,  "  there  is  my  lovely  cousin,  MisS 
Beaufort,  who,  I  verily  believe,  will  actually  fly  in- 
to your  arms." 

The  blood  rushed  over  the  cheeks  of  Thaddeus 
at  this  speech  of  his  friend,  and,  half  suppressing 
a  sigh,  he  shook  his  head. 

"  Don't  look  so  like  an  infidel,"  resumed  Som- 
erset. "  If  you  have  any  doubts  of  possessing  her 
affections,  I  can  put  you  out  of  your  pain  by  a 
single  sentence  !— When  lady  i3undas*s  household, 
with  myself  amongst  them,  (for  little  did  I  suspect, 
that  I  was  joining  the  cry  against  my  friend) 
were  asserting  the  most  flagrant  instances  of  your 
deceit  to  Euphemia,  Me^ry,  alone,  withstood  the 
whole  tide  of  malice,  and  compelled  me  to  release; 
you." 
Vol.  II.  R 
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^'  Gracious  Providence  i"  cried  Thaddeus,  catch' 
ing  Pembroke's  hand,  and  looking  eagerly  and  with 
agitation  in  his  face,  "  Was  it  you  who  came  to  my 
prison  !  'Was  it  Miss  Beaufort  who  visited  my 
lodgings  r" 

"  Indeed  it  was,"  returned  his  friend,  "  and  I 
blush  for  myself,  that  I  quitted  Newgate  without 
an  interview.  Had  I  followed  the  dictates  of  com- 
mon decency,  I  should  have  seen  you  ;  and  then, 
what  pain  would  have  been  spared  my  dear  cousin  1 
AVhat  a  joyful  surprise  would  haYe  awaited  my- 
self!*' 

Thaddeus  could  only  reply  by  pressing  his 
friend's  hand.  His  brain  whirled.  He  could  not 
decide  on  the  nature  of  his  feelings  ;  one  moment 
he  would  have  given  worlds  to  throw  himself  at 
Miss  Beaufort's  feet,  and  the  next,  he  trembled  at 
the  prospect  of  meeting  her  so  soon. 

"  Dear  Sobieski  1"  cried  Pembroke,  "  how 
strangely  you  receive  this  intelligence  1  Is  it  pos- 
sible that  the  love  of  Mary  Beaufort  can  be  reject- 
ed ?" 

"  No,"  cried  the  count,  looking  up,  his  fine  face 
flushed  with  emotion  ;  "  I  adore  Miss  Beaufort. 
Her  virtues  possess  my  whole  heart.  But  can  I 
forget  that  I  have  only  that  heart  to  offer  ?  Can  I 
forget  that  I  am  a  beggar  ?  That  even  now  I  exist 
on  her  bounty  ?"  The  eyes  of  Thaddeus,  and  the 
sudden  tremour  which  shook  his  frame,  finished 
this  appeal  to  his  fate. 

Pembroke  found  it  enter  his  soul.  To  hide  its 
effect,  he  threw  himself  on  his  friend's  breast,  and 
exclaimed,  "  Do  not  injure  me  and  my  father  by 
these  sentiments  1  You  are  come,  dearest  Sobieski^ 
to  a  second  home.  Sir  Robert  Somerset  will  con- 
sider himself  ennobled  in  supplying  the  place  of 
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Lir  lamented  grandfather  ! — and  my  cousin  Ma- 
ry, as  you  love  her,  shall  bind  us  still  closer  ;  you 
must  be  my  relation  as  well  as  my  friend." 

Thaddeus  replied  with  animated  acknowledg- 
ments of  Pembroke's  affection  :  "  But,"  added  he, 
^'  I  must  not  allow  the  generous  spirit  of  my  dear 
Samerset  to  believe,  that  I  can  live  a  dependant  on 
any  power,  but  the  Author  of  my  being.  I  con- 
sider nothing  so  degrading  as  an  existence  wasted 
in  idleness  ;  therefore,  if  Sir  Robert  Somerset  will 
assist  me  to  procure  some  honest  means  of  acquir- 
ing support,  I  shall  thank  him  from  my  soul.  In 
no  other  way,  my  kindest  friend,  can  I  ever  be 
brought  to  tax  the  gratitude  of  your  father." 

Pembroke  coloured  at  this,  and  exclaimed,  in  a 
voice  of  displeasure,  "  Gracious  Heaven,  Sobieski, 
what  can  you  mean  ?  Do  you  imagine,  that  ever 
my  father  or  myself  can  forget,  that  you  were  little 
less  than  a  prince  in  your  own  country  ?  That 
when  in  such  a  high  station,  you  treated  me  like  a 
brother  ?  That  you  preserved  me,  even  when  I 
lifted  my  arm  against  your  life  ?  Can  we  be  such 
monsters  as  to  forget  all  this  ?  or  think  that  we 
acted  justly  by  you,  in  permitting  you  to  labour  for 
your  bread  ?  No,  Thaddeus,  my  very  soul  spurns 
the  idea.  Your  mother  sheltered  me  as  a  son  ;^ 
and  I  insist,  that  you  allow  my  father  to  perform 
the  same  part  by  you  !  Besides,  you  shall  not  be 
idle  ;  you  may  have  a  commission  in  the  army, 
and  I  will  follow  you." 

The  count  pressed  the  hand  of  his  friend,  and 
looking  gratefully  in  his  face,  shook  his  head,  and 
replied,  "  Had  I  a  hundred  tongues,  my  gener- 
ous Pembroke,  I  could  not  express  my  sense  of. 
your  friendship  ;  it  is  indeed  a  cordial  to  my  heart  ; 
it  imparts  to  me  an  earnest  of  happiness,  which  I 
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thought  had  Hed  forever  ;  but  it  shall  not  allure 
TTie  from  my  pnnciples.  I  am  resolved  not  to  live 
a  life  of  indolence  ;  and  I  am  resolved,  at  this  peri- 
od, not  to  enter  the  B,ritish  army.  No,"  added  he, 
emotion  elevating  his.  tone  and  manner,  "  rather 
would  I  toil  foj^  subsistence  by  the  sweat  of  my 
brow,  than  be  subjected  to  the  necessity  of  acting 
in  concert  with  those  ravagers  who  destroyed  my 
country  I  I  cannot  fight  by  the  side  of  the  Rus- 
sians !  I  cannot  enlist  under  their  allies  !  I  will 
not  be  led  out  to  devastation  !  Mine  was,  and  ever 
shall  be,  a  defensive  sword  ;--— and,  should  danger 
threaten  England,  I  would  be  as  ready  to  withstand 
lier  enemies,  as  I  ardently,  though  ineffectuallyj 
opposed  those  of  unhappy  Poland." 

Pembrake  recognised  the  high-souled  Thaddeus 
of  Warsaw  in  this  lofty  burst  of  enthusiasm,  aware 
that  his  father's  munificence,  and  manner  of  con- 
ferring esteem  and  obligations,  would  go  farther 
■  owards  removing  these  scruples,  than  all  his  argu- 
ments, he  did  not  attempt  to  combat  a  resolution, 
v/hich  he  knew  that  he  coukl  not  subdue  ;  but  tried 
to  prevail  with  him  to  become  his  guest,  until 
something  could  be  arranged  to  suit  his  v/ishes. 

Thaddeus  consenlcd  to  accompany  Somerset  to 
tlie  castle,  the  day  after  that  on  which  Sir  Robert 
;>hould  be  apprised  of  his  coming.  Pembroke  per- 
1  tived  that  the  morning  had  surprised  them  ;  and, 
shaking  his  friend  warmly  by  the  hand,  bade  him 
farewell  :  tlien,  hastening  down  the  hill,  he  arrived 
at  the  lodge,  just  as  the  servants  were  opening  the 
shutters. 

Having  given  orders  to  the  groom,  whom  he 
met  in  the  passage,  he  \vrote  a  slight  apology  to 
Shafto  for  his  abrupt  departure  ;  and  mounting  his 
horse,  galiopped>  full  of  delight,  towards  Somerset 
Castlt\ 
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CHAP.  XIII. 

Next  morning,  when,  the  countess  and  Thad- 
deus  were  seated  at  breakfast,  she  expressed  sur- 
prise and  pleasure,  at  the  scene  which  she  had 
witnessed  on  the  preceding  night ;  at  the  same 
time  intimating  some  mortification,  that  he  had 
withheld  any  part  of  his  confidence  from  her.  So- 
bieski  soon  obtained  her  ladyship's  pardon,  by  re- 
lating the  manner  of  his  first  meeting  with  Mr. 
Somerset,  and  the  consequent  events  of  that  mo- 
mentous period. 

Lady  Tinemouth  wept  over  the  distressful  fate, 
that  marked  the  residue  of  his  narrative,  with  a 
tenderness  which  endeared  her  to  his  soul.  But 
when,  in  compliance  with  his  inquiries,  she 
informed  him  how  it  happened  that  she  was  at 
Harrowby  Abbey,  when  he  supposed  her  to  be  on 
the  Wolds,  it  was  his  turn  to  pity,  and  to  shud- 
der at  his  consanguinity  with  lord  Harwold. 

"  Indeed,"  added  the  countess,  "  you  must  have 
had  a  most  tedious  journey  from  Harwold  Park  to 
Harrowby  ;  and  nothing  but  my  pleasure  could 
exceed  my  astonishment,  when  I  met  you  last 
night  on  the  hill." 

Thaddeus  declared,  that  travelling  a  few  miles 
farther  than  he  intended  was  no  fatigue  to  him  ; 
yet  were  it  otherwise,  the  happiness  which  he  then 
enjoyed,  would  have  acted  as  a  panacea  for  worse 
ills,  could  he  have  seen  her  ladyship  looking  as 
well  as  when  she  left  London. 
R  2 
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Lady  Tinemouth  smiled.  "  You  are  very  right, 
Sobieski  ;  I  am  worse  than  when  I  was  in  town. 
My  solitary  jouriiey  to  Harwold  harassed  me 
iniicb  ;  and  when  my  son  sent  me  orders  to  leave 
it,  because  his  father  wanted  the  place  for  the  au- 
tumnal months,  I  was  labouring  under  a  severe 
cold,  which  I  caught  in  travelling.  Nevertheless 
I  obeyed  him,  and,  in  great  distress  of  heart,  arriv- 
ed here  last  week.  How  kind  you  were  to  follow 
iT^e  I  Who  informed  you  of  the  place  of  my  desti- 
nation ?  hardly  any  of  lady  Sophia's  household  ?** 

"  No,"  returned  Thaddeus,  "  1  luckily  had  the 
precaution  to  inquire  at  the  inn  where  the  coach 
stopped,  what  part  of  lord  Tinemouth's  family 
were  at  the  Park  ;  and  when  1  heard,  that  the  earl 
himself  was  there,  my  next  question  was,  where 
then  is  the  countess  ?  The  landlord  very  civilly 
told  me  of  your  having  engaged  a  carriage  from  his 
liouse  a  day  or  two  before,  to  carry  you  to  one  of 
liis  lordship's  seats,  within  a  few  miles  of  Somerset 
Castle  Hence,  from  what  I  had  heard  you  say  of 
the  situation  of  Harrowby,  I  concluded  that  it 
must  be  the  abbey  j  and  so  I  sought  you  at  a. 
venture." 

'^  And  I  hope  that  a  happy  issue,'*  replied  she, 
*•  will  arise  from  your  wanderings  !  This  rencon- 
tre, with  so  old  a  friend  as  Mr.  Somerset,  is  a 
pleasing  omen.  For  my  part,  I  was  ignorant  of 
the  arrival  of  the  family  at  the  castle  until  yester- 
day morning,  when  1  sent  off  a  messenger  to  ap- 
prise my  dear  Miss  Beaufort,  that  I  was  in  her 
neighbourhood.  To  my  great  dissatisfaction,  lady 
Shafto  found  me  out  immediately  ;  and  when,  in 
compliance  with  her  teazing  invitation,  I  walked 
down  to  sit  an  hour  with  her  last  night,  little  did 
I  e:<pect  that  I  should  meet  with  the  amiable  cou- 


THADDEUS     OF     WARSAW.  191' 

sin  of  our  sweet  friend.  So  delightful  an  accident 
has  amply  repaid  me  for  the  pain  that  I  endured, 
in  seeing  Miss  Dundas  in  her  ladyship's  house  : 
an  insolent  and  reproachful  letter,  which  she  wrote 
to  me  on  your  account,  has  rendered  her  an  object 
of  my  most  decided  dislike." 

Thaddeus  smiled  and  bowed.  "  Since,  my  dear 
lady  Tinemouth,  her  groundless  malice,  and  Miss 
Euphemia's  folly,  have  failed  in  estranging  either 
your  confidence,  or  the  esteem  of  Miss  Beaufort 
from  me,  I  despise  and  pardon  them  both.  Per- 
haps I  ought  to  pity  them  ;  for  is  it  not  difficult 
to  pass  through  the  enchantments  of  wealth  and 
adulation,  and  emerge  as  pui^  as  when  we  entered 
them  ?  Unclouded  fortune  is,  indeed,  a  trial  of 
spirits ;  and  how  brightly  does  Miss  Beaufort  rise 
from  the  blaze  !  Surrounded  by  splendour,  hom- 
age, and  indulgence,  she  is  yet  all  nature,  gentle- 
ness, and  virtue  :" 

The  countess,  who  wished  to  appear  cheerful^ 
rallied  him  on  the  warmth  of  his  expressions;  then 
rising  from  her  seat,  she  left  him  to  his  medita- 
tions, and  retired  to  dress. 

The  family  at  Somerset  were  just  drawn  round 
the  breakfast  table,  when  Pembroke  arrived.  Dur- 
ing the  repast,  they  expressed  their  surprise  at  the 
suddenness  of  his  return.  Miss  Beaufort,  after  re- 
peatmg  the  contents  of  the  note,  which  she  had 
received  the  preceding  day  from  lady  Tinemouth, 
requested,  that  her  cousin  would  be  kind  enough 
to  drive  her  in  his  curricle,  that  morning,  to  Har- 
rowby. 

"  I  will,  with  pleasure,'*  answered  he,  "  I  have 
seen  her  ladyship,  and  even  supped  with  her  last 
night/' 
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"  How  came  that  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Dorothy. 
"  I  shall  explain  it  to  my  father,  whenever  he 
will  honour  me  with  an  audience,"  returned  he,  ad« 
dressing  the  baronet,  with  all  the  joy  of  his  heart 
looking  out  at  his  eyes  ;  "  will  you  indulge  me, 
dear  Sir,  by  half  an  hour's  attention,  any  time 
before  noon  ?" 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Sir  Robert  ;  "  at  present  I 
am  going  into  my  study,  where  I  must  settle  my 
steward's  books  ;  but  the  moment  I  have  finished, 
I  will  send  for  you." 

Mrs.  Dorothy  walked  out  after  her  brother,  to 
attend  on  her  aviary  ;  and  Miss  Beaufort  remain- 
ing alofte  with  her  cousin,  made  some  inquiries 
about  the  countess's  reasons  for  coming  to  the 
abbey. 

*'  I  know  nothing  about  them,"  replied  he,  gaily, 
"  for  she  went  to  bee)  almost  the  instant  I  entered 
the  house.  Too  good  to  remain  where  her  com- 
pany was  not  wanted,  she  left  me  to  enjoy  a  most 
delightful  tete-a-tete  with  a  dear  friend,  from  whom 
I  parted  four  years  ago.  In  short,  we  sat  up  the 
whole  night  together,  talking  over  past  scenes,-^- 
and  present  ones  too,  for  I  assure  you,  you  were 
not  forgotten." 

"  I  !  what  had  I  to  do  with  it  ?"  replied  Mary, 
smiling,  "  1  cuanot  recollect  any  friend  of  yours, 
whom  you  have  not  seen  these  four  years." 

"  Well,  that  is  strange  !"  answered  Pembroke, 
*'  he  remembers  you  perfectly  ;  but,  true  to  your 
sex,  you  affirm  what  you  please,  though  I  know 
that  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  world  whom  you 
prefer  before  him." 

Miss  Beaufort  shook  her  head,  laughed,  and 
sighed  ;  and,  withdrawing  her  hand  from  his, 
threatened  to  leave  him,  if  he  v/ould  not  be  serious. 
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"  I  am  serious,"  cried  he,  pulling  her  back  to 
her  chair  :  "  Would  you  have  me  swear  that  I 
have  seen  him  whom  you  most  wish  to  see  ?" 

She  rci^arded  the  expixssion  of  his  countenance 
with  a  momentary  emotion  ;  and,  taking  her  seat 
again,  "  You  can  have  seen  no  man,**  said  she, 
"  that  is  of  consequence  to  me  ;  so,  whoever  your 
friend  may  be,  I  have  only  to  congratulate  you  oa 
a  meeting,  which  affords  you  such  delight." 

Pembroke  burst  into  a  laugh  at  her  composure. 
"  So  cold,'*  cried  he,  ''  So  cautious  !  Yet  1  verily 
believe  that  you  would  participate  my  pleasure, 
should  I  tell  you  who  he  is.  However  you  are 
such  a  sceptic,  that  I  won't  hint  even  one  of  the 
many  fine  things  that  he  said  of  you. 

She  smiled  incredulously. 

"  I  could  beat  you,  cousin,"  exclaimed  he,  "  for- 
this  oblique  way  of  saying  that  I  am  telling  lies  I 
But  I  will  have  my  revenge  on  your  curiosity,  for 
on  my  honour  I,  declare,"  added  he,  emphatically, 
"  that  last  night,  I  met  with  a  friend  at  lady  Tine- 
mouth's,  who,  four  years  ago,  saved  my  life  ;  who 
entertained  me  several  weeks  in  his  house  ;  and 
who  has  seen,  and  adores  you  !  'Tis  true,  on  my 
hopes  of  heaven  ;  and  I  have  promised,  that  you 
will  repay  these  weighty  obligations  by  marrying 
him.     What  do  you  say  to  this,  my  sweet  Mary  ?"~ 

Miss  Beaufort  looked  anxious  at  the  serious  and 
energetic  manner  in  which  he  made  these  asser- 
tions :  even  the  sportive  kiss  that  ended  the  ques- 
tion, did  not  dispel  the  gravity,  with  which  she 
prepared  to  reply. 

Pembroke  perceiving  her  intent,  prevented  her, 
by  exclaiming,  "  Cease,  Mary,  cease  !  I  see  you 
are  going  to  make  a  false  statement.  Let  truth 
prevail,  and  you  will  not  deny,  that  I  am  suing  for 
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a  plighted  faith  ?  Yon  will  not  deny  who  it  waa 
that  softened  and  subdued  your  heart  I  You  can- 
not conceal  from  me,  that  the  wanderer  Constantine 
possesses  your  affections  ?" 

She  reddened  with  pain  and  displeasure  ;  and, 
rising*  from  her  seat,  "  I  did  not  expect  this  cruel, 
this  ungenerous  speech  from  you,  Pembroke  1" 
cried  she,  averting  her  tearful  eyes  ;  "  What  have 
I  done  to  deserve  so  rude,  so  unfeeling  a 
reproach  ?" 

Pembroke  threw  his  arm  round  her  waist. 
'^  Come,"  said  he,  in  a  tender  voice,  "don't  be 
tragical.  I  never  meant  to  reproach  you,  child  :  I 
dare  say,  if  you  gave  your  heart,  it  was  only  in  re- 
turn for  his.  I  know  you  are  a  grateful  girl  ;  and, 
I  verily  believe,  that  you  won't  find  much  difference 
between  ray  friend,  the  young  count  Sobi^ski,  and 
the  forlorn  Constantine." 

A  suspicion  of  the  truth  flashed  across  Miss 
Beaufort's  mind  :  unable  to  speak,  she  caught 
hold  of  her  cousin's  hands,  and  looking  eagerly  in 
his  face,  her  eyes  declared  the  (question  that  she 
would  have  asked. 

Pembroke  laughed  triumphantly  ;  but  a  servant 
entering,  to  tell  him  that  Sir  Robert  was  ready,  he 
strained  her  to  his  breast,  and  exclaimed,  "  Now  I 
am  revenged  !  Farewell  !  I  leave  you  to  all  the 
pangs  of  doubt  and  curiosity  I"  He  then  flew  out 
of  the  room,  with  an  arch  glance  at  her  distressed 
countenance,  and  hurried  up  stairs. 

She  clasped  her  trembling  hands  together,  a;^ 
the  door  closed  on  Pembroke.  "  O,  gracious  Prov- 
idence 1"  cried  she,  "  What  am  I  to  understand 
by  this  mystery,  this  joy  of  my  cousin's  ?  Can  it  be 
possible,  that  the  illustrious  Sobieski,  and  my  con- 
temned Constaptine  are  the  saripie   persons  ?•*    4- 
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burning  blush  overspread  her  face  and  bosom,  at 
the  expression  my^  which  had  escaped  her  lips. 

Whilst  the  graces,  the  sweetness,  the  dignity  of 
Thaddeus,  captivated  her  notice,  his  sufferings, 
his  virtues,  and  the  mysterious  interest  which  in- 
volved his  history,  fixed  her  attention,  and  awakened 
her  esteem.  From  these  grounds  the  step  is  short 
to  love.  '  When  the  mind  is  conquered,  the  heart 
surrenders  at  discretion.'  But  she  knew  not,  that 
she  had  advanced  too  far  to  retreat,  until  the  last 
scene  at  Dundas-house,  by  forcing  her  to  defend 
Constantine  against  the  charge  of  loving  her,  made 
her  confess,  how  much  she  wished  that  the  charge 
were  true. 

Poor  and  lowly  as  he  seemed,  she  found  that  her 
whole  heart  and  life  were  wrapped  in  his  remem- 
brance ;  that  his  worshipped  idea  was  her  most 
precious  solace  ;  her  property,  the  dear  treasure 
which  was  her  secret  and  supreme  felicity.  It 
was  the.  companion  of  her  walks,  the  monitor  of 
her  actions.  Whenever  she  planned,  whenever 
she  executed,  she  asked  herself.  How  would  Con- 
stantine consider  this  ?  and  accordingly  did  she  ap- 
prove or  condemn  her  conduct. 

Though  separated  far  from  this  idol  of  her  mem- 
ory, thus  was  the  impression  which  he  had  stamp- 
ed on  her  heart  ever  present.  The  shade  of  Lau- 
ra visited  the  solitude  of  Vaucluse  ;  the  image  of 
Constantine  haunted  the  walks  of  Somerset.  The 
loveliness  of  nature  ;  its  leafy  groves,  and  verdant 
meadows  ;  its  blooming  mornings,  and  luxurious 
sunsets  ;  the  romantic  shadows  of  twilight,  or  the 
soft  glories  of  the  moon  and  stars  ;  as  they  press^ 
ed  beauty  and  sentiment  upon  her  heart,  awoke  it 
to  the  remembrance  of  Constantine  :  she  saw  his 
image,  she  felt  his  soul  in  every  object.     Subtile 
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and  undefinable  is  that  ethereal  chord,  whrch  unites 
our  tenderest  thoughts  with  their  chain  of  associ- 
ation I 

Before  this  conversation,  in  which  Pembroke 
hientioned  the  name  of  Constantine,  with  such  bad- 
inage and  ambiguity,  he  never  heard  him  spoken  of 
by  Mary  or  his  aunt,  without  declaring  a  displeas- 
ure nearly  amounting  to  anger.  Hence,  when  he 
now  so  strangely  altered  his  tone,  Miss  Beaufort 
necessarily  concluded,  that  he  had  seen  in  the  per- 
son of  him  she  most  valued,  some  one  whom  he 
loved.  Before  this  time,  she  more  than  once 
suspected,  from  the  opinions  which  Somerset 
occasionally  repeated,  respecting  the  aftairs  of 
Poland,  that  he  could  only  have  acquired  so  ac- 
curate a  knowledge  of  its  events,  by  having 
visited  the  country  itself.  She  mentioned  her 
suspicion  to  Mr.  Lofliis  :  he  denied  the  fact  ; 
and  she  thought  no  more  on  the  subject,  until 
the  present  ambiguous  hints  of  her  cousin  con- 
jured up  these  doubts  anew  ;  and  led  het  to  sup- 
pose, that  if  Pembroke  had  not  disobeyed  his  father 
so  far  as  to  go  to  Warsaw,  he  must  have  met  with 
the  count  Sobieski  in  some  other  realm.  The  pos- 
sibility that  this  young  hero,  of  whom  fame  spoke 
so  loudly,  might  be  the  mysterious  Constantine  be- 
wildered and  delighted  her.  The  more  she  com- 
pared what  she  had  heard  of  the  one,  with  what  she 
witnessed  in  the  other,  the  more  was  she  recon- 
ciled to  the  probability  of  her  ardent  hope.  Be- 
sides, she  could  not  for  a  moment  believe,  that  her 
cousin  would  so  cruelly  sport  with  her  delicacy 
and  peace,  as  to  excite  expectations,  which  he  could 
not  fulfil. 

Agitated  by  a  suspense,  which  bordered  on  ago- 
ny, with  a  beating  heart  she  heard  his  quick  step 
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descending  the  stairs.  The  door  opened,  and 
Pembroke,  flying  into  the  room,  caught  up  his 
hat :  as  he  was  darting  away  again,  Miss  Beaufort, 
unable  to  restrain  her  impatience,  with  an  implor- 
ing voice  ejaculated  his  name.  He  turned  round, 
and  displayed  to  her  amazed  sight  a  countenance 
in  which  no  vestige  of  his  former  animation  could 
be  traced  ;  his  cheek  was  flushed  ;  and  his  eyes, 
full  of  distraction,  shot  a  wild  fire  that  struck  to  her 
heart.  Unconscious  what  she  did,  she  ran  up  to 
him  ;  but  Pembroke  pushing  her  back,  exclaimed, 
"  Don't  ask  me  any  questions,  if  you  would  not 
drive  me  to  madness." 

"  O  Heaven  !"  cried  she,  catching  his  arm, 
and  clinging  to  him  while  the  eagerness  of  his 
motion  dragged  her  into  the  hall  ;  "  tell  me  !  Has 
any  thing  happened  to  my  guardian  ?  to  your 
friend  ?  to  Constantine  ?" 

"  No  ;"  replied  he,  looking  at  her  with  a  face 
full  of  desperation  ;  "  but  my  father  commands  me 
to  treat  him  like  a  villain.*' 

She  could  hardly  credit  her  senses,  at  this  confir- 
mation, that  Constantine  and  Sobieski  were  one  : 
turning  giddy  with  the  tumultuous  delight  that 
rushed  over  her  soul,  she  staggered  back  a  few 
paces,  and,  leaning  against  the  open  door,  tried  to 
recover  breath  to  regain  the  room  she  had  left. 

Pembroke,  having  escaped  from  her  grasp,  ran 
furiously  down  the  hill,  mounted  his  horse,  and, 
forbidding  any  groom  to  attend  him,  gallopped  to- 
wards the  high  road  with  the  impetuosity  of  a  mad- 
man. All  the  powers  of  his  soul  were  in  arms. 
Wounded,  dishonoured,  stigmatized  with  ingrati- 
tude and  baseness,  he  believed  himself  to  be  the 
most  degraded  of  men. 
Vol,  U.  ^ 
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Sir  Robert  Somerset  founded  a  hatred  of  the; 
Poles  and  Hungarians,  on  the  recollection  of  an 
injury  which  he  received,  in  early  youth,  from 
some  of  those  people.  In  this  instance,  his  dis- 
like was  implacable  ;  and  when  his  son  set  out  for 
the  continent,  he  positively  forbade  him  to  enter 
either  Poland  or  Hungary.  Nevertheless,  when 
Pembroke  joined  the  baronet  in  his  library,  he  did 
it  with  confidence.  With  a  bounding  heart,  and 
animated  countenance,  he  recapitulated,  how  he 
had  been  wrought  upon  by  the  Russian  noblemen, 
to  take  up"  arms  in  their  cause,  and  march  into 
Poland.  At  these  last  words,  the  brow  of  his  fa- 
ther contracted. 

Pembroke,  who  expected  some  marks  of  dis- 
pleasure, hastened  to  obliterate  his  disobedience, 
by  narrating  the  event  which  introduced  not  only 
the  young  count  Sobieski  to  his  succour,  but  the 
^:onsequent  friendship  of  the  whole  of  that  princely 
family. 

Sir  Robert  made  no  reply  to  this,  than  by  a 
deeper  frovva;  and,  when  Pembroke,  with  all  the 
ardour  of  grief,  attempted  to  describe  the  calami- 
tous death  of  the  palatine,  the  horrors  which  at- 
tended the  last  hours  of  tlie  countess,  and  the 
succeeding  misery  of  Thaddeus,  who  was  now  in 
England,  no  language  can  paint  the  rage  v/hich 
at  once  burst  from  the  baronet.  He  stamped  on 
the  ground,  he  covered  his  face  with  his  clenched 
hands  ;  then  turaing  on  his  son  with  the  most 
tremendous  fury,  he  exclaimed,  "  Pembroke  1 
You  have  outraged  my  commands  I  And  never 
will  I  pardon  you,  if  this  young  man  ever  blast  me 
with  his  sight." 

*'  Merciful  Heaven  !"  cried  Pembroke,  thunder* 
struck  at  a  violence,  which  he  almost  wished  miglit 
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proceed  from  any  cause  but  intention  ;  '*  Surely 
something  has  agitated  my  father  !  What  has 
discomposed  you,  Sir  ?'* 

Sir  Robert  shook  his  head,  whilst  his  teeth 
ground  against  each  other.  "  Don't  mistake  me,'* 
replied  he  in  a  firm  voice,  "  I  am  perfectly  in  my 
senses.  It  depends  on  you  that  I  shall  continue 
so.  You  know  my  oath  against  those  accursed 
Polanders  ;  and,  I  repeat  again,  if  you  ever  bring- 
that  young  man  into  my  presence,  you  shall  never 
see  7716  more." 

A  cold  dew  overspread  the  body  of  Pembroke. 
He  Would  have  caught  hold  of  his  father's  hand, 
but  he  held  it  back.;  "  O,  Sir  1"  said  he,  "  yovi 
surely  cannot  intend,  that  I  shall  treat  with  ingrat 
itude,  the  man  who  saved  my  life  ?*' 

Sir  Robert  did  not  vouchsafe  him  an  answer, 
but  continued  walking  up  and  down  the  room,  un- 
til his  agitation  increasing  at  every  step,  he  open- 
ed the  door  of  an  interior,  apartment,  and  retired, 
bidding  his  son  remain. 

The  horror  struck  Pembroke  waited  for  near  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  before  his  father  re-entered. 
When  he  did  appear,  the  deep  gloom  of  his  eye 
gave  no  encouragement  to  his  son,  who,  hanging 
down  his  head,  recoiled  from  speaking  first.  Sir 
Robert  approached  with  a  composed  but  severe 
countenance,  and  said,  "  I  have  been  seeking  every 
palliation  that  your  conduct  wiir  admit,  but  I  can 
find  none.  Before  you  quitted  England,  you  knev/ 
well  my  abhorrence  of  the  Polish  nation.  One  of 
that  country,  many  years  ago,  wounded  my  happi- 
ness in  a  way  I  shall  never  recover.  From  that 
hour  I  took  an  oath,  never  to  enter  its  borders  ; 
and  never  to  suffer  one  of  its  people  to  come 
within  my  doors.     Rash,    disobedient  boy  !    You 
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know  my  disposition,  and  you  have  seen  the  emo- 
tion with  which  this  dilemma  has  shaken  my  soul  ! 
But,  be  it  on  your  head  :  you  have  incurred  obli- 
gations which  I  cannot  repay.  I  will  not  perjure 
myself,  to  defray  a  debt  contracted  against  my  pos- 
itive and  declared  principles.  I  never  will  see  this 
Polander  you  speak  of ;  and,  it  is  my  express 
command,  on  pain  of  my  eternal  malediction,  that 
you  break  with  him  entirely." 

Pembroke,  with  the  most  agitated  feelings,  fell 
into  a  seat.     Sir  Robert  proceeded. 

**  I  pity  your  distress,  Pembroke,  but  my  reso- 
Julion  cannot  be  shaken.  Oaths  are  not  to  be  brok- 
en with  impunity.  You  must  either  resign  him,  or 
resign  me.  We  may  compromise  your  debt  of 
gratitude  ;  I  will  give  you  deeds  to  put  your  friend 
in  possession  of  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  for 
life,  forever,  but,  from  the  hour  in  which  yoii 
tell  him  so,  you  must  see  him  no  more." 

Sir  Robert  was  preparing  to  quit  the  room  ; 
when  Pembroke,  starting  from  his  chair,  threw 
himself  in  agony  on  his  knees,  and  catching  by  the 
bkirt  of  his  coat,  implored  him,  for  God's  sake,  to 
recal  his  words  ;  to  remember  that  he  was  affix- 
ing everlasting  dishonour  on  his  son  i  "  Remem- 
ber, dear  Sir  1"  cried  he,  iiolding  his  struggling 
hand,  **  that  the  man,  to  whom  you  olTer  money 
hs  a  compensation  for  insult,  is  of  a  nature  too  no- 
ble to  receive  it.  He  will  reject  it,  and  spurn  me  ; 
and  I  shall  know  that  I  deserve  his  scorn.  For 
mercy's  sake,  spare  me  the  agony  of  harrowing  up 
the  heart  of  my  preserver  ;  of  meeting  reproach 
from  his  eyes  !" 

"  Leave  me  1"  cried  the  baronet,  breaking  from 
him  ;  "  I  repeat,  unless  you  wish  to  incur  my 
curse,  do  as  I  have  commanded." 


THADDEUS     OF     WARSAW.  201 

Thus  outraged,  thus  agonized,  Pembroke  had 
appeared  before  the  eyes  of  his  cousin  Mary,  more 
like  a  distracted  creature,  than  a  man  possessed  of 
his  senses.  Shortly  after  his  abrupt  departure,  her 
apprehension  was  petrified,  to  a  dreadful  certainty 
of  some  cruel  ruin  to  her  hopes,  by  an  order, 
which  she  received  in  the  hand-writing  of  her  un- 
cle, commanding  her  not  to  attempt  visiting  lady 
Tinemouth,  whilst  the  count  Sobieski  continued 
to  be  her  guest. 

Hardly  knowing  whither  he  went,  Pembroke 
did  not  arrive  at  the  ruined  aisle,  which  leads  to  the 
habitable  part  of  the^  Abbey  until  near  three  o'clock. 
He  inquired  of  the  servant  who  took  his  horse, 
whether  the  countess  and  Mr.  Constantine  were 
at  home.  The  man  replied  in  the  affirmative  ; 
but  added,  with  a  sad  countenance,  that  he  feared 
neither  of  them  could  be  seen. 

"  For  what  reason  ?"  demanded  Somerset. 

"  Alas  !  Sir,"  replied  the  servant,  "  this  day  at 
noon,  while  my  lady  was  dressing,  she  was  seized 
with  a  violent  fit  of  coughing,  which  ended  in  the 
rupture  of  a  blood  vessel.  It  continued  to  flow  so 
long,  that  Mr.  Constantine  told  the  apothecary, 
whom  he  had  summoned,  to  send  for  a  physician. 
The  doctor  is  not  yet  arrived,  and  Mr.  Constantine 
won't  leave  my  lady." 

Though  Mr.  Somerset  was  truly  concerned  at 
the  illness  of  the  countess,  the  respite  it  afforded 
him,  from  immediately  declaring  the  ungrateful 
message  of  Sir  Robert,  gave  him  no  inconsiderable 
degree  of  ease.  Some  little  relieved  by  the  hope 
of  being  for  one  day  spared  the  anguish  of  display- 
ing his  father  in  a  disgraceful  light,  he  entered  the 
Abbey,  and  commissioned  a  maid-servant  to  inform 
Thaddeus  that  he  was  below, 
s  2 
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Ill  a  few  minutes  the  girl  returned  with  the  fol- 
lowing lines  scrawled  on  a  piece  of  paper, 

"  I  am  grieved  that  I  cannot  see  my  dear  Som- 
erset to  day  ;  I  fear  that  my  revered  friend  is  on 
her  death-bed.  I  have  sent  for  Dr.  Cavendishj 
who  is  now  at  Stamford  ;  doubtless  you  know  he 
IS  a  man  of  the  first  abilities  ;  if  human  skill  could 
preserve  her,  I  might  yet  have  hopes  ;  but  her  dis- 
order is  a  consumption,  and  its  stroke  is  sure.  I  am 
now  sitting  by  her  bed-side,  and  writing  what  she 
dictates  to  her  husband, her  son,  and  her  daughter; 
painful,  you  may  believe  is  the  task  !  I  cannot, 
my  dear  Somerset,  add  more,  than  my  hope  of  see- 
\ng  you  soon  ;  and  that  you  will  join  in  prayers  to 
Meaven  for  the  restoration  of  my  inestimable  friend, 
v/uh  your  faithful  Sobieski.'*^ 

*'  Alas  I  unhappy,  persecuted  Sobieski  !"  thought 
Pembroke,  as  he  closed  the  paper  j  "  To  what  art 
thou  doomed  1  Some  friends  are  torn  from  thee  by 
eleath  ;  others  desert  thee  in,  the  hour  of  trouble  1" 

He  took  out  his  pencil,  to  answer  this  distress- 
ing epistle,  but  he  stopped  at  the  first  word  ;  he 
durst  not  write,  that  his  father  would  fulfil  any  one 
of  those  engagements,  which  he  had  so  largely 
promised  ;  and,  throwing  away  the  pencil  and  the 
paper,  he  left  a  verbal  declaration  of  his  sorrow  at 
what  had  happened,  and  an  assurance  of  calling 
next  day.  Turning  his  back  on  a  house,  which  he 
had  left  in  the  morning,  with  such  animating  hopes> 
he  remounted  his  horse,  and,  melancholy  and  slow, 
rode  about  the  country  until  eve^iing  ;,  so  unwilling 
was  he  to  reivrn  to  that  home,  which  now  threaten- 
ed him  with  the  frowns  of  his  father,  the  tears  of 
Mary  Beaufort,  and  the  miserable  reflections  of  his 
own  wretched  heart. 
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CHAP.   XIV. 

Doctor  Cavendish  not  having  quitted  his  friend 
at  Stamford  set  off  for  Harrowby  the  instant  Mr. 
Constantine*s  messenger  arrived  ;  and  before  mid- 
night alighted  at  the  Abbey. 

When  he  entered  lady  Tinemouth's  chamber,  he 
found  her  supportecfin  the  arms  of  Thaddeus,  and 
struggling  with  a  second  rupture  of  her  lungs, 
which  seemed  to  Ifireaten  immediate  dissolution. 
As  he  approached  the  bed,  Thaddeus  turned  his 
eyes  on  him,  with  an  expression,  that  powerfully 
told  his  fears.  Dr.  Cavendish  silently  pressed  his 
hand  ;  then  taking  from  his  pocket  some  styptic 
drops,  which  he  brought  on  purpose,  he  made  the 
countess  swallow  them,  and  soon  saw  that  they 
succeeded  in  stopping  the  blood. 

Thaddeus  and  his  friend  remained  by  the  side  of 
the  suffering  lady  Tinemouth,  until  ten  in  the 
morning,  when  she  sunk  into  a  gentle  sleep.  Com- 
plete stillness  being  necessary  to  continue  this  re- 
pose, the  doctor  proposed  leaving  a  maid  to  watch 
by  her  ladyship  ;  and  drawing  the  count  out  of  the 
room,  descended  the  stairs. 

Mr.  Somerset,  who  had  been  arrived  half  an 
hour,  met  them  in  the  breakfast  parlour.  After  a 
few  Jiind  words  exchanged  between  the  parties, 
they  sat  down  with  dejected  countenances,  to  their 
melancholy  meal.  Thaddeus  was  too  much  ab- 
sorbed in  the  scene  that  he  had  left,  to  take  any 
thing  but  a  dish  of  coffee. 

"  Do  you  think  lady  Tinemouth  is  in  imminent 
danger  ?"  inquired  Pembroke  of  the  doctor. 
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Dr.  Cavendish  sighed,  and  turning  to  Thaddeus, 
directed  to  him  the  answer  which  his  friend's  ques- 
tion demanded.  "  I  am  afraid,  my  dear  Mr.  Con- 
stantine,"  said  he,  in  a  reluctant  voice,  ^'  that  you 
are  to  sustain  a  new  trial  I  I  fear  her  ladyship  can- 
not live  eight-and-forty  hours.'' 

Thaddeus  threw  down  his  eyes,  and  shuddered, 
but  made  no  reply.  Further  remarks  were  pre- 
vented by  a  messenger  from  the  countess,  who  de- 
sired Mr.  Constantine's  immediate  attendance  at 
her  bed-side.  He  obeyed.  In  half  an  horn'  he  re- 
turned, with  the  tears  yet  wet  on  his  cheek. 

"  Dear  Thaddeus  !"  cried  Pdlabroke,  rising  and 
taking  his  hand,  "  I  trust  that  the  countess  is  not 
worse  ?  This  emotion  of  yours  is  too  distressing  : 
it  afflicts  my  very  heart."  Indeed  it  rent  it  ;  for 
Pembroke  could  not  help  internally  acknowledging, 
that  when  Sobieski  should  close  the  eyes  of  lady 
Tinemouth,  he  would  be  paying  the  last  sad  office 
to  his  last  friend.  That  dear  distinction,  he  durst 
no  longer  arrogate  to  himself.  Denied  the  fulfil- 
ment of  its  duties,  he  thought,  that  to  retain  the 
title  would  be  an  assumption  without  a  right. 

Thaddeus  drew  his  hand  over  his  again  over- 
flowing eyes  ;  "  The  countess  herself,"  said  he, 
"  feels  the  truth  of  what  Dr.  Cavendish  told  us. 
She  sent  for  me,  to  beg,  that,  as  I  loved  her,  or 
would  wish  to  see  her  die  in  peace,  to  devise  some 
means  of  bringing  her  daughter  to  the  Abbey  to 
night.  As  for  lord  Harwold,  she  says,  his  be- 
haviour, since  he  arrived  at  manhood,  has  been  of  a 
nature  so  cruel  and  unnatural,  that  she  would  not 
draw  on  herself  the  misery,  or  he  the  added  guilt, 
of  a  refusal  :  But  with  regard  to  lady  Aibina,  who 
has  been  quiescent  in  all  their  barbarities,  she 
trusts,  that  she  might  be  prevailed  on  to  seek  a 
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last  embrace  from  a  dying  parent.  It  is  this  re- 
quest," continued  he,  "  that  agitates  *me.  When 
she  pictured  to  me,  with  all  the  fervour  of  a  mother, 
her  doating  fondness  for  this  daughter,  (on  whom, 
whenever  she  did  venture  to  hope,  all  her  fairy 
dreams  rested  ;)  when  she  wrung  my  hands,  and 
beseeched  me,  as  if  I  had  been  the  sole  disposer  of 
her  fate,  to  let  her  see  her  child  before  she  died  ^ 
I  could  only  promise  every  exertion  to  effect  it ; 
and,  with  an  aching  heart,  I  came  to  consult  you." 

Dr.  Cavendish  was  opening  his  lips  to  speak^ 
but  Somerset  in  his  eagerness  to  relieve  his  friend 
did  not  perceive  it,  and  immediately  answered  : 
"  I  will  undertake  this  very  hour,  what  you  have 
promised.  I  know  that  lord  Tinemouth's  family 
are  now  at  the  Wold.  It  is  only  thirty  miles  dis- 
tant, I  will  send  a  servant,  to  have  relays  of  horses 
ready.  My  curricle,  which  is  at  the  door,  will  be 
more  convenient  than  a  chaise  ;  and  I  will  engage 
to  be  back  before  to-morrow  morning.  Write  a 
letter,  Thaddeus,"  added  he,  "  to  lady  Albina  ; 
tell  her  of  her  mother's  situation  ;  and,  though  I 
never  have  seen  her  ladyship,  I  will  give  it  into 
her  own  hand  ;  and  carry  her  off  directly,  even 
were  it  in  the  face  of  her  villanous  father." 

The  pale  cheeks  of  Sobieski  were  flushed  with 
a  momentary  hectic  ;  turning  to  Dr.  Cavendish, 
he  begged  him  to  write,  whilst  he  walked  out  with 
his  friend  to  order  the  carriage.  Pembroke  was 
thanked  for  his  zeal,  but  it  was  not  by  words  ; 
they  are  too  weak  vehicles  to  convey  strong  im- 
pressions ;  Thaddeus  pressed  his  hand,  and  ac- 
companied the  action  with  a  look,  which  spoke 
volumes.  The  withered  heart  of  Pembroke  ex- 
panded under  the  animating  gratitude  of  his  friend  : 
he  sprung  into  his  £>eat,  and  forgot,  until  he  lost 
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sight  of  Harrowby  Hill,  how  soon  he  must  appea. 
to  that  friend,  as  the  most  ungrateful  of  men. 

It  was  near  four  in  the  afternoon,  before  Mr. 
Somerset  left  his  curricle,  at  the  little  inn,  which 
skirts  the  village  of  Harthorpe.  The  Paling  be- 
longing to  lord  Tinemouth's  park  was  only  a  few 
yards  distant  ;  but,  fearful  of  being  observed,  Pem- 
broke sought  a  more  obscure  part  ;  and,  scaling  a 
wall,  which  was  covered  by  the  branches  of  high 
trees,  he  found  his  way  to  the  house,  through  an 
almost  impassable  thicket. 

He  watched  two  hours,  for  the  appearance .  of 
lady  Albina,( whose  youth  and  elegance, he  thought, 
would  unequivocally  distinguish  her  from  the  rest 
of  the  earPs  household,)  but  in  vain.  Desponding 
of  success,  he  was  preparing  to  change  his  station, 
when  he  heard  a  sound  among  the  dry  leaves,  and 
the  next  moment,  a  beautiful  young  creature  pass- 
ed the  bush,  behind  which  he  was  concealed.  The 
fine  symmetry  of  her  profile  assured  him  that  she 
must  be  the  daughter  of  lady  Tinemouth.  She 
stopped  to  gather  a  chinaster  :  Penibroke,  know- 
ing that  no  time  should  be  lost,  gently  emerged 
from  his  recess  ;  but  not  in  so  quiet  a  manner  as 
to  escape  the  ear  of  lady  Albina,  who  instantly 
looking  round,  screamed,  and  would  have  fled,  had 
he  not  thrown  himself  before  her,  and  exclaimed, 
*'-  Stay,  lady  Albina  !  For  Heaven's  sake,  stay  !  I 
come  from  your  mother  I" 

Her  ladyship  gazed  fearfully  in  hi^  face,  and  tri-* 
ed  to  release  her  hand,  which  he  had  seized  to 
prevent  her  flight. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  continued  he  ;  "  no  harm 
is  intended  you.  I  am  the  son  of  Sir  Robert 
Somerset  ;  and  the  friend  of  your  mother,  who  is 
now  on  the  point  of  death.     She  implores  to  see  you 
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this  night,  (for  she  has  hardly  an  hour  to  live)  to 
hear  from  your  own  lips,  that  you  do  not  hate  her." 

Lady  Albina,  now  wholly  given  up  to  his  rela- 
tion, trembled  dreadfully  ;  and,  with  faded  cheeks, 
and  quivering  lips,  replied,  "  Hate  my  mother  i 
O,  no  !  I  have  ever  dearly  loved  her  1" 

A  flood  of  tears  prevented  her  speaking  further  ; 
and  Pembroke  perceiving  that  he  had  gained  her 
confidence,  put  the  doctor's  letter  into  her  hand* 
The  gentle  heart  of  lady  Albina  bled  at  every  word, 
which  her  almost  blinded  eyes  read  over  ;  turning 
to  Pembroke,  who  stood  contemplating  her  lovely 
countenance  with  the  deepest  interest,  she  said, 
'*  Pray,  Mr.  Somerset,  take  me  now  to  my  moth- 
er. Were  she  to  die  before  I  arrive,  I  should  be 
miserable  for  life.  Alas  !  alas  !  I  have  never 
been  allowed  to  behold  her  !  Never  been  allowed 
tQ  visit  London,  because  my  father  knev/  that  I  be-* 
lieved  my  poor  mother  innocent,  and  would  have 
seen  her  had  it  been  possible.*' 

Lady  Albina  wept  violently  as  she  spoke,  and 
giving  her  hand  to  Pembroke,  timidly  looked 
round,  towards  the  house,  and  added,  '^  You  must 
take  me  this  instant.  We  must  hasten  away,  in 
case  we  should  be  surprised.  If  lady  Sophia  were 
to  know  that  1  have  been  speaking  with  any  body 
out  of  the  family,  I  should  be  locked  up  for 
months." 

Pembroke  did  not  require  a  second  command* 
from  his  beautiful  charge ;  but  conducting  her 
through  the  unfrequented  paths  by  which  he  had 
entered,  seated  her  in  his  curricle  ;  and  whipping 
his  horses,  set  off,  full  gallop,  towards  the  melan- 
choly goal  of  his  enterprize. 

The  tender  lady  Albina,  (whose  ingenuous  mind 
had  ever  been  proof  against  the  malicious  insinua- 
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tions  of  lady  Sophia  to  the  prejudice  of  lady  Tine- 
mouth,)  sat  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Somerset,  some- 
times mute  with  sorrow  ;  sometimes  lamenting, 
with  all  the  artless  eloquence  of  nature,  the  injuries 
of  her  dying  parent,  and  her  own  unhappiness,  in 
having  been  so  long  withheld  from  paying  duty, 
where  she  owed  so  much  affection. 

Whilst  these  two  anxious  travellers  were  pursu- 
ing  their  sad  journey,  the  inhabitants  of  the  Abbey 
were  distracted  with  apprehension,  that  the  coun- 
tess would  expire  before  their  aiTival.  Ever  since 
lady  Tinemouth  received  information  that  Mr. 
Somerset  was  gone  to  the  Wold,  hope  and  fear 
agitated  her  almost  to  suffocation  ;  at  length,  wea- 
ried out  with  solicitude  and  expectation,  she  turned 
her  dim  eyes  upon  Thaddeus,  and  said,  in  a  languid 
voice,  "  My  dear  friend,  it  must  be  near  midnight. 
I  shall  never  see  the  morning;  I  shall  never  in  this 
world  see  my  child.  I  pray  you,  thank  Mr.  Somer- 
set for  all  the  trouble  I  have  occasioned ;  and  my 
daughter,  my  Albina  1"  added  her  ladyship,  hardly 
able  to  articulate.  "  Oh!  Father  of  mercies  1"  cried 
she,  holding  up  her  clasped  hands,  "  pour  all  thy 
i)lessings  upon  her  head  I  she  never  wilfully  gave 
this  broken  heart  a  pang  !" 

The  countess  had  hardly  ended  speaking,  when 
Thaddeus  heard  a  bustle  on  the  stairs  ;  suspecting 
that  it  might  be  the  arrival  of  his  friend,  he  made 
a  sign  to  Dr.  Cavendish  to  go  and  inquire.  His 
heart  beat  violently,  whilst  he  kept  his  eye  fixed 
on  the  door,  and  held  the  fainting  pulse  of  lady 
Tinemouth  in  his  hand.  The  doctor  re-entered, 
and,  in  a  low  voice,  whispered,  "  lady  Albina  is 
here." 

The  words  acted  like  magic  on  the  fading  senses 
of  the  countess  ^    with  preternatural  strength  she 
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Vcarted  from  her  pillow,  and  catching  bold  of  Sobi- 
eski*s  arm  with  both  hers,  cried,  "  O  give  her  to 
me  whilst  I  have  life.*' 

Lady  Albina  appeared,  led  in  by  Pembroke,  but 
instantly  quitting  his  hand,  with  an  agonizing 
shriek  she  rushed  towards  the  bed,  and  flung  her- 
self into  the  extended  arms  of  her  mother.  Those 
arms  closed  on  her,  and  the  head  of  the  countess 
rested  on  her  bosom. 

Dr.  Cavendish  perceived,  by  the  struggles  of  the 
young  lady,  that  she  was  in  convulsions,  and  tak- 
ing her  off  the  bed,  he  consigned  her  to  Pembroke 
and  Thaddeus,  who  carried  her  into  another  apart- 
ment :  he  remained  to  assist  the  countess. 

Albina  was  removed  ;  but  the  eyes  of  her  amia- 
ble and  injured  mother  were  never  again  unclosed: 
she  had  breathed  her  last  sigh,  in  grateful  ecstasy, 
on  the  bosom  of  her  daughter  ;  and  Heaven  had 
taken  her  spotless  soul  to  itself. 

Being  convinced  that  the  countess  was  indeed  no 
more,  the  good  doctor  left  her  remains  in  charge 
with  the  women  ;  and  repairing  to  the  adjoining 
room  found  lady  Albina  yet  senseless  in  the  arms 
of  his  two  friends.  She  was  laid  on  a  sofa,  and 
Cavendish  was  pouring  some  drops  into  her  mouth, 
when  he  descried  Thaddeus  gliding  softly  out  of 
the  room  :  desirous  to  spare  him  the  shock  of  sud- 
denly seeing  the  corpse  of  one  whom  he  loved  so 
dearly,  he  said,  "  Stop,  Mr.  Constantine  !  I  con- 
jure you,  do  not  go  into  the  countess's  room  1" 

The  eyes  of  Thaddeus  turned  with  quickness  on 
the  distressed  face  of  the  physician  ;  one  glaiice 
explained  what  the  doctor  durst  not  speak ;  and 
hastily  saying,  "  I  shall  obey  you,"  he  hurried  from 
the  chamber. 
Vol.  II.  T 
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In  the  count's  rapid  descent  from  lady  Albina's 
room  to  the  breakfast  parlour,  he  too  plainly  per- 
ceived, by  the  tears  of  the  servants,  that  he  had  now 
another  sorrow  to  add  to  his  accumulated  load.  He 
darted  from  the  clamorous  laments  of  these  honest 
people,  into  the  parlour,  and  shutting  the  door, 
threw  himself  on  a  sofa  ;  but  rest  induced  thought, 
and  thought  harrowed  up  his  soul.  He  started 
from  his  position  ;  he  paced  the  room  in  a  par- 
oxysm of  anguish  ;  he  would  have  given  worlds  for 
one  tear  to  relieve  his  oppressed  heart.  Ready  to 
suffocate,  he  threw  open  a  window  and  leaned  out. 
Not  a  star  was  visible  to  light  the  darkness  ;  the 
wind  blew  freshly  ;  and,  with  parched  lips,  he  in- 
haled it,  as  the  reviving  breath  of  heaven. 

He  was  sitting  on  the  window-seat,  with  his  head 
leaning  against  the  casement,  when  Pembroke  en- 
tered unobserved  :  walking  up  to  him,  he  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  arm,  and  ejaculated  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  "  Thaddeus,  dear  Thaddeus  i" 

Thaddeus  rose  at  the  well  known  sounds  ;  they 
reminded  him,  that  he  was  not  yet  alone  in  the 
world  ;  and  throwing  himself  upon  the  bosom  of 
Mr.  Somerset,  he  exclaimed,  "  Heaven  has  still  re- 
served thee,  my  dear  Pembroke,  to  be  my  com- 
forter 1  In  thy  friendship,"  added  he,  wiping  away 
the  tears  which  relieved  his  bursting  heart,  "  I 
shall  find  an  aifection  similar  with  those  which  are 
gone  forever  :  my  friend,  my  brother  !  you  are 
the  last  cord  that  binds  me  to  the  world." 

Pembroke  received  the  embrace  of  his  friend  ; 
h.e  felt  his  tears  upon  his  cheek  ;  but  he  could  nei- 
llier  return  the  one,  nor  sympathise  with  the  other. 
Tiie  ^iiviction,  that  he  was  soon  to  sever  that  cord, 
whish  bound  them  to  each  other  ;  that  he  was  to 
cut  asunder  that  knot,  vdiich  ought  to  have  united 
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them  forever  ;  that  he  was  to  deprive  the  man  who 
had  preserved  his  life,  of  the  only  stay  of  his  exist- 
ence, and  abandon  him  at  once  to  despair  !  all  these 
ideas  struck  to  his  soul  ;  and,  grasping  the  hand 
of  his  friend,  he  gazed  at  his  averted  and  dejected 
features,  \v;th  a  look  of  desperate  horror.  "  Sobi- 
eski,"  cried  he,  "  whatever  may  happen,  never  for- 
get, that  I  swear,  that  I  love  you  dearer  than  my 
life  !  And  when  I  am  forced  to  abandon  my 
friend,  I  shall  not  be  long  abandoning  what  will  then 
be  worthless  to  me." 

Not  perceiving  the  frenzy  of  his  eye  which  accom- 
panied this  energetic  declaration,  Thaddeus  gave  no 
other  meaning  to  the  words,  than  the  belief,  that  it 
was  the  most  expressive  assurance  of  affection, 
which  the  forceful  nature  of  his  friend  could  devise. 

The  entrance  of  Dr.  Cavendish  disturbed  the 
two  young  men  ;  to  whom  he  communicated  with 
concern,  the  increased  indisposition  of  lady  Albina. 

"  The  shock,"  said  he,  "  which  slie  received 
from  the  meeting,  and  death  of  her  mother,  has  so 
materially  shaken  her  delicate  frame,  that  I  have  or- 
.dered  her  to  bed,  and  administered  an  opiate,  which 
I  hope  will  procure  her  some  repose  : — and  you, 
my  dear  Sir,"  added'he,  addressing  the  count,  "  you 
had  better  seek  a  little  rest  !  The  stoutest  consti- 
tution might  sink  under  what  you  have  lately  en- 
dured. Pray  allow  Mr.  Somerset  and  myself  to 
prevail  with  you,  on  our  accounts,  if  not  on  your 
own,  to  retire  for  half  an  hour  !" 

Thaddeus,  in  disregard  of  his  personal  comfort, 
never  infringed  on  that  of  others  ;  he  felt  that  he 
could  not  sleep,  but  he  knew  it  would  gratify  his 
benevolent  friends  to  suppose  that  he  did  ;  and, 
accordingly,  without  opposition,  he  went  to  a  room^^ 
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and  throwing  himself  on  a  bed,  lay  for  near  a^ 
hour,  ruminating  on  all  that  had  passed. 

There  is  an  omnipresence  in  thought,  or  a  celer- 
ity  producing  nearly  the  same  effect,  which  brings 
within  the  short  space  of  a  few  minutes,  the  images- 
of  many  foregoing  years.  In  almost  the  same- 
moment,  Thaddeus  i^eflected  on  his  strange  meet- 
ing with  the  countess  ;  her  melancholy  story  ; 
her  forlorn  death-bed  ;  the  fatal  secret,  that  her 
vile  husband  and  son  were  his  father  and  brother  5 
and  that  her  daughter  whom  his  warm  heart  ac- 
knowledged as  a  sister,  was  with  him  under  the 
same  roof,  and  like  him,  the  innocent  inheritor  of 
her  father's  shame. 

Whilst  these  multifarious  and  painful  medita- 
tions were  agitating  his  perturbed  mind,  Dr.  Cav- 
endish found  repose  on  a  couch  ;  and  Pembroke 
Somerset,  every  instant  conceiving  greater  abhor- 
rence to  his  ungrateful  task,  resolved  once  more 
to  try  the  influence  of  entreaty,  on  the  hitherto 
generous  spirit  of  his  father.  With  mingled  hope 
and  despondence,  he  commenced  this  last  attempt, 
io  shake,  if  possible,  so  fatal  a  resolution  : 

"^  Tu  Sir  Robert  Somerset^  Bart.  Somerset'Castle^ 

*•  1  have  not  ventured  into  the  presence  of  my 
dear  father,  since  he  uttered  those  dreadful  words, 
which  I  could  give  up  my  existence  to  believe,  I 
had  never  heard.  You  denounced  a  curse  upon 
ipe,  if  I  opposed  your  will,  to  have  me  break  all 
connexion  with  the  man  who  preserved  my  life. 
When  I  think  on  this  ;  when  I  remember,  that  it 
was  from  you  I  received  a  command  so  inexpli- 
cable in  yourself,  so  disgraceful  to  me,  I  am 
almost  mad  :  and  what  I  shall  be,  should  you,  by 


THADDEUS    OF     WARSAW^  2  1.. 

repeating  your  injunctions,  force  rne  to  obey  them. 
Heaven  only  knows  ;  but  I  am  certain  that  I  can- 
not survive  the  loss  of  my  honour  ;  I  cannot  sur- 
vive the  sacrifice  of  all  my  principles  of  virtue  j 
which  such  conduct  must  forever  destroy. 

"  O,  my  father  !  I  conjure  you  !  reflect,  before, 
in  compliance  with  an  oath,  which  it  was  almost 
guilt* to  make,  you  decree  your  only  son  to  ever- 
lasting shame  and  remorse  !  Act  how  I  will  I  shall 
never  be  happy  more.  I  cannot  live  under  your 
malediction  ;  and  should  I  give  up  my  friend,  my 
conscience  will  reproach  me  every  instant  of  my 
existence.  Can  I  draw  the  breath  which  he  pro- 
longed, and  cease  to  remember,  that  I  have  aban- 
doned him  to  want  and  misery  ?  It  were  vain  to 
flatter  myself  that  he  will  condescend  to  escape 
either,  by  the  munificence  which  you  offer  as  a 
compensation  for  my  friendship.  No  ;  I  cannot 
believe  that  his  sensible  and  independent  nature  is 
so  changed  ;  circumstances  never  had  any  power 
over  the  nobility  of  his  soul. 

"  Misfortune,  which  threw  the  count  Sobieski, 
friendless,  on  the  bounty  of  England,  cannot  make 
him  appear  otherwise  in  my  eyes,  than  as  the  idol 
of  Warsaw,  whose  smile  was  honour,  and  whose 
friendship  conferred  distinction. 

"Though  deprived  of  the  splendour  of  com- 
mand ;  though  the  eager  circle  of  friends  no 
longer  cluster  round  him;  though  a  stranger  in 
this  country,  and  without  a  home  ;  though  in 
place  of  an  equipage  and  retinue,  he  is  followed  by 
calamity  and  neglect ';  yet,  in  my  mind,  I  still  see 
him  in  a  car  of  tnuniph  :  I  see,  not  only  the  oppo- 
s^j^  of  his  nation's  enemies,  but  the  vanquisher  of 
his  own  desires  ;  I  see  the  heir  of  a  princely  house, 
who,  when  mankind  have  deserted  him,  is  vet  en- 
T  2 
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compassed  by  his  virtues  ;  I  see  him,  though  cast 
out  from  a  hardened  and  unjust  society,  still  sur- 
rounded by  the  hngering  spirits  of  those,  who  were 
called  to  better  worlds  1 

*'  And  this  is  the  man,  my  dear  father,  (whom  I 
am  sure,  had  he  been  of  any  other  country  than  Po- 
land, you  would  have  selected  from  all  other  men, 
to  be  the  friend  and  example  of  your  son  ;)  this  is 
lie  whom  you  command  me  to  thrust  away  ! 

^'  I  beseech  you  to  examine  this  injunction  !  I 
im  now  writing  under  the  same  roof  with  him  :  it 
depends  on  you,  my  ever  revered  father,  whether  I 
am  doing  so  for  the  last  time  ;  whether  this  is  the 
last  day,  in  which  your  son  is  to  consider  himself 
a  man  of  honour  ;  whether  he  is  hencdforth  to  be 
a  wretch,   overwhelmed  with  shame  and  sorrow  1 

'*  I  have  not  yet  dared  to  utter  one  word,  of  what 
)our  cruel  orders  dictate,  to  my  unhappy  friend  ; 
he  is  now  retired  to  seek  some  rest,  after  the  an- 
guish of  having  witnessed  the  death  of  lady  Tine- 
mouth,  who  died  this  night,  in  consequence  of  an 
iHness,  which  lasted  only  eight-and-forty  hours.—- 
Should  I  have  to  tell  him  that  he  is  to  lose  me  too, 
— but  I  cannot  add  more.  Your  own  heart,  my 
dear  father,  must  tell  you,  that  my  soul  is  on  the 
rack,  until  I  have  an  answer  to  this  letter. 

'*  Before  I  shi^t  my  paper,  let  me  implore  you  on 
my  knees  ;  whatever  you  may  decide,  do  not  hate 
me  ;  do  not  load  my  breaking  heart  with  a  parent's 
curse  1  Whatever  I  may  be,  however  low  and  de-, 
craded  in  my  own  eyes,  still,  that  I  have  sacrificed 
what  is  most  precious  to  me,  to  my  father,  will 
impart  the  only  consolation  which  will  then  have 
power  to  reach  your  dutiful  son, 

P.  Somerset. 
«  Harrowbij'Jbbey^  5  o'clock  in  the  inorniii^," 
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Dr.  Cavendish  remained  in  a  profound  sleep, 
whilst  Pembroke,  with  an  aching  heart,  having 
written  the  above  letter,  and  dispatched  it  with  a 
man  and  horse,  tried  to  compose  himself,  to  half  an 
hour's  forgetfulness  of  life  and  its  turmoils  ;  but 
he  found  his  attempts  as  ineffectual  as  those  of  his 
friend. 

Thaddeus  tossed  and  tumbled  on  his  restless  pil- 
low. Reluctant  to  disturb  the  doctor  and  Somerset, 
who  he  hoped,  having  less  cause  for  regret,  had 
found  that  repose  he  sought  for  in  vain,  he  remain- 
ed in  bed.  He  longed  for  morning.  Any  change 
of  situation  seemed  to  his  irritated  nerves  better 
than  the  state  in  which  he  was  ;  and  with  some 
gleams  of  pleasure,  he  watched  the  dawn,  and  the 
rising  of  the  sun,  behind  the  opposite  hill.  He  got 
up,  opened  the  window,  and  looking  out,  saw  a  man 
throw  himself  off  a  horse,  which  was  all  in  a  foam, 
and  enter  the  house. 

Surprised  at  this  circumstance,  he  descended  to 
the  parlour,  where  he  found  the  man  ;  who,  being 
Pembroke's  messenger,  had  returned  express  from 
the  castle,  bearing  an  order  from  Sir  Robert,  (who 
was  taken  alarmingly  ill,)  that  his  son  should  come 
back  immediately. 

Dismayed  with  this  new  distress,  Mr.  Somerset 
pressed  the  count  so  closely  to  his  breast,  when  he 
bade  him  farewell,  that  a  more  suspicious  person 
might  have  apprehended  that  it  was  to  be  a  final 
parting  :  but  Thaddeus  discerned  nothing  more  in 
the  anguish  of  his  friend's  countenance,  than  fear 
for  the  safety  of  Sir  Robert ;  and  fervently  wishing 
his  recovery,  he  bade  Pembroke  remember,  that 
should  more  assistance  be  necessary.  Dr.  Cavendish 
would  remain  at  the  Abbey  until  lady  Albina's  re- 
turn to  the  Wold. 
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Mr.  Somerset  being  gone  ;  towards  noon,  when 
the  count  was  anxiously  waiting  the  appearance  of 
the  physician  from  the  room  of  his  sister,  he  was 
surprised  at  the  abrupt  entrance  of  two  gentlemen. 
He  rose,  and  bowing,  inquired  what  was  their  busi- 
ness ?  The  elder  of  the  men,  with  a  fierce  coun- 
tenance, and  a  voice  of  thunder,  announced  himself 
to  be  the  earl  of  Tinemouth,  and  the  other,  his  son. 

"  We  are  come,"  continued  he,  standing  at  a 
haughty  distance,  "  we  are  come  to  carry  from  this 
nest  of  infamy,  lady  Albina  Stanhope,  whom  some 
one  of  her  mother's  paramours, — perhaps  you,  Sir ; 
dared  to  steal  from  her  father's  house,  yesterday 
evening. ,  And  I  am  here  to  give  you  that  chastise- 
ment, which  your  audacity  deserves.'* 

With  difficulty  the  count  Sobieski  suppressed 
the  passions  which  were  rising  in  his  breast.  He 
turned  a  scornful  glance  on  the  person  of  lord  Har- 
wold,  (who,  with  an  air  of  insufferable  derision,  was 
coolly  measuring  his  figure  through  an  eye-glass  ;) 
and  then  replying  to  the  earl,  said  in  a  firm  voice, 
"  My  lord,  whoever  you  suppose  me  to  be,  it  mat- 
ters not  ;  I  now  stand  in  the  place  of  lady  Tine- 
mouth's  executor ;  and,  to  my  last  gasp,  I  will 
prove  myself  the  defender  of  her  injured  name." 

"  Her  lover  1"  interrupted  lord  Harwold,  turn- 
ing on  his  heel. 

"  Her  defender.  Sir  I"  repeated  Thaddeus,  with 
a  tremendous  frown  ;  "  and  shame  and  sorrow 
will  pursue  that  son,  who  requires  a  stranger  to 
supply  his  duty." 

"  Wretch  !"  cried  the  earl,  forgetting  his  assum- 
ed loftiness,  and  advancing  passionately  towards 
Thaddeus,  with  his  stick  held  up,  "  How  dare 
you  address  such  language  to  an  English  noble- 
raan  i" 
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"  By  the  right  of  nature^  which  holds  her  laws 
over  all  mankind,"  returned  he,  calmly  looking 
on  the  raised  stick.  "  When  an  English  nobleman 
forgets  that  he  is  a  son,  he  deserves  reproach  from 
his  meanest  vassal." 

"  You  see,  my  lord,"  cried  Harwold,  sliding  be- 
hind his  father,  "  what  we  bring  on  ourselves  by 
harbouring  these  democratic  foreigners  I  Sir,'* 
added  he,  addressing  himself  to  Thaddeus,  "  your 
dangerous  principles  shall  be  communicated  to  the 
alien-office  !     Such  fellows  ought  to  be  hanged." 

Sobieski  eyed  the  enraged  little  lord,  with  con- 
tempt ;  and  turning  to  the  earl,  who  was  again  go- 
ing to  speak,  he  said  in  an  unaltered  tone,  "  I  can* 
not  guess,  lord  Tinemouth,  what  is  the  reason  of 
this  attack  on  me.  I  came  hither  by  accident  ;  I 
found  the  countess  ill  ;  and,  from  respect  to  her 
excellent  qualities,  I  remained  with  her,  until  her 
eyes  were  closed  forever.  She  desired  to  see  her 
daughter  before  she  died.  What  human  heart 
could  deny  a  mother  such  a  request  ?  and  my 
friend  Pembroke  Somerset  undertook  to  bring  lady 
Albina  to  the  Abbey." 

"  Pembroke  Somerset  !"  echoed  the  earl,  "  A 
pretty  guard  for  my  daughter  truly  !  I  have  no 
doubt  that  he  is  just  such  a  rascal  as  his  father  ;  just 
such  a  person  as  yourself  !  I  am  not  to  be  imposed 
on  by  your  falsehoods  :  I  know  lady  Tinemouth  to 
have  been  a  disgrace  to  me  ;  and  you,  to  be  that 
German  adventurer,  on  whose  account  I  sent  her 
from  London." 

Surprised  at  this  unexpected  calumny  on  the 
memory  of  a  woman,  whose  fame,  from  any  other 
mouth,  came  as  unsullied  as  purity  itself,  Thadde* 
us  gazed  with  horror  at  the  furious  countenance  of 
the  man  whom  he  believed  to  be  his  father.     HU 
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heart  swelled  ^  but  not  deigning  to  reply  to  a  charge^ 
as  unmanly  as  it  was  false,  he  calmly  took  out  of 
his  pocket  the  two  letters,  which  the  countess  had 
dictated  to  her  husband  and  her  son. 

Lord  Harwold  tore  his  open,  cast  his  eyes  over 
the  first  words,  then  crumpling  it  in  his  hand, 
threw  it  from  him,  exclaiming,  "  I  am  not  to  be 
frightened,  either  by  her  arts,  or  the  lies  of  her 
fellows." 

Thaddeus,  no'  longer  master  of  himself,  sprung 
towards  this  unnatural  son,  and  seizing  his  arm 
with  the  strength  of  a  Hercules,  "  lord  Harwold  1" 
cried  he,  in  a  dreadful  voice,  "  were  it  not  that  I 
have  some  mercy  on  you,  for  that  parent's  sake,  to 
whom,  like  a  parricide,  you  are  giving  a  second 
death,  by  such  murderous  slander,  I  would  resent 
her  wrongs  at  the  hazard  of  your  worthless  life  I" 

"  My  lord  I  my  lord  !"  cried  the  trembling 
Harwold,  quaking  under  the  gripe  of  Thaddeus, 
and  shrinking  from  the  terrible  brightness  of  his 
eyes  ;  "  my  lord  !  my  lord,  save  me  !'* 

The  earl,  almost  suffocated  with  rage,  called  out, 
"  Ruffian  I  let  go  my  son  !"  and  again  raising  his 
arm,  aimed  a  blow  at  the  head  of  Thaddeus,  who 
wrenching  the  stick  out  of  the  foaming  lord's  hand, 
snapped  it  in  two,  and  threw  the  pieces  out  of  the 
window. 

Lord  Harwold  took  this  opportunity  to  ring  the 
bell  violently  ;  on  which  summons,  his  own  two 
servants  entered  the  room. 

"  Now,  you  low-born,  insolent  scoundrel  I"  cri- 
ed the  disarmed  earl,  stamping  with  his  feet,  and 
pointing  to  the  men  who  stood  at  the  door  ;  "  You 
shall  be  turned  by  the  neck  and  heels,  out  of  this 
housco  Richard,  James,  collar  the  fellow  instantly,'* 
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Thaddeus  only  extended  his  arm  to  the  menj 
(who  were  looking  confusedly  on  each  other,)  and 
calmly  said,  *'  If  either  of  you  attempt  to  obey  this 
command  of  your  lord,  you  shall  have  cause  to  re- 
pent it." 

The  men  retreated.  The  earl  repeated  his  or- 
ders. 

"  Rascals  !  Do  as  I  command  you,  or  instantly 
prepare  to  quit  my  service.  I  will  teach  you,'*  add- 
ed he,  clenching  his  fist  at  the  count,  who  stood 
resolutely  and  serenely  before  him,  "  I  will  teach 
you  how  to  behave  to  a  man  of  high  birth." 

The  footmen  were  again  deterred  from  ap- 
proaching, by  a  glance  from  the  intimidating  eyes 
of  Thaddeus  ;  who,  turning  with  stern  dignity  to 
the  storming  earl,  "  You  can  teach  me  nothing 
about  high  birth,"  said  he,  "  that  I  do  not  already 
know.  Could  it  be  of  any  independent  benefit  to 
a  man,  then  had  I  not  received  the  taunts  and  in- 
sults which  you  have  dared  to  cast  upon  me." 

At  that  moment.  Dr.  Cavendish  having  heard  a 
bustle  made  his  appearance.  Amazed  at  the  sight 
t)f  two  strangers,  who  from  their  enraged  counte- 
nances, and  the  proud  elevation  with  which  Thad- 
deus was  standing  between  them,  he  rightly  judg- 
ed to  be  the  earl  and  his  son,  he  advanced  towards 
his  friend,  intending  to  support  him  in  the  attack, 
which  he  saw  was  menaced,  by  the  violent  gestures 
of  his  visitors. 

"  Dr.  Cavendish,"  said  Thaddeus,  speaking  to 
him  as  he  approached  ;  "  your  name  must  be  a 
passport  to  the  confidence  of  any  man  ;  I  there- 
fore shall  gratify  the  husband  of  my  ever-lamented 
friend,  by  quitting  this  house  ;  but  I  delegate  to 
you  the  office  with  which  she  entrusted  me.  I 
leave  you  in  charge  of  her  sacred  remains  ;  and  of 
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the  jewels,  which  you  will  find  in  her  apartments 
She  desired  that  half  of  them  might  be  given,  with 
her  blessing,  to  her  daughter,  and  the  other  half, 
with  her  pardon,  to  her  son, 

"  Tell  me.  Dr.  Cavendish,"  cried  the  earl,  as 
Thaddeus  was  passing  him  to  leave  the  room  ; 
^*  Who  is  that  insolent  fellow  ?  By  Heaven,  he 
shall  smart  for  this  !" 

"  Aye,  that  he  shall,"  added  lord  Harwold,  "  if  I 
have  any  interest  with  government." 

Dr.  Cavendish  was  preparing  to  speak,  when 
Thaddeus,  turning  round  at  this  last  threat  of  the 
viscount's,  said,  "  If  I  did  not  know  myself  to  be 
as  high  above  lord  Harwold,  as  heaven  is  above 
the  earth,  perhaps  he  might  provoke  me  to  treat 
him  as  he  merits  ;  but  I  spurn  such  resentment, 
as  I  despise  him.  For  you,  my  lord,"  added  he, 
addressing  the  earl,  with  an  agitated  countenance 
and  voice,  "  there  is  an  angel  in  heaven,  who 
pleads  against  the  insults  you  have  obstinately 
heaped  upon  an  innocent  man." 

Thaddeus  disappeared  as  he  uttered  the  last 
word  ;  and,  hastening  from  the  house  and  park, 
stopped  at  a  farmer's  cottage,  near  the  brow  of  the 
hill.  The  owners  of  this  humble  little  place,  be- 
ing the  parents  of  one  of  lady  Tinemouth's  maids, 
gladly  welcomed  the  so  highly-praised  Mr.  Con- 
stantine  ;  and  offered  him  the  command  of  their 
house,  until  he  might  find  it  convenient  to  quit 
the  neighbourhood. 

Any  prospect  of  repose  promised  elysium  to 
him.  With  harassed  and  torn  nerves,  he  took 
possession  of  an  apartment,  which  looked  down 
upon  the  road  that  led  from  the  Abbey  to  the 
town.  The  rapidity  of  the  late  events  bewildered 
his  senses  like  the   illusions  of  a  dream.     He  had 
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Tseen  his  father,  his  brother,  his  sister  ;  and,  tnost 
probably,  he  had  parted  from  them  forever  ;  at 
least,  he  hoped,  that  he  should  never  again  be  tor- 
tured with  the  sight  of  lord  Tinemouth  or  his  son. 

"  How  !"  thought  he,  whilst  he  walked  up  and 
tlown  his  solitary  apartment,  "  how  could  the  no- 
ble nature  of  my  mother  love  such  a  man  ?  And 
how  could  he  have  held  so  long  an  empire  over 
the  pure  heart  of  the  countess  ?" 

Over  and  over  again,  he  asked  himself  the  ques- 
tion, but  could  return  no  answer  :  He  could  no 
where  discern  in  the  bloated  visage,  and  passion- 
ate gestures  of  the  earl,  any  of  that  beauty  of  coun- 
tenance, or  grace  of  manners,  which  had  alike 
charmed  Therese  Sobieski,  and  the  tender  Adeliza. 
Like  those  hideous  chasms,  which  are  dug  deep  m 
the  land  by  the  impetuous  sweep  of  a  torrent,  the 
course  of  violent  passions,  leaves  vast  and  irrepara- 
ble traces  in  the  soul,  and  on  the  features.  So  it 
was  with  lord  Tinemouth. 

"  Gracious  Providence  1"  ejaculated  Thaddeus  ; 
"  How  legibly  does  vice  or  virtue  write  itself  on 
the  countenance  !  The  earl's  figure  and  face  may 
have  been  fine,  but  the  lineaments  of  profligacy 
have  now  degraded  every  part  of  him.  Good  God  I 
Can  he  be  my  father  !  Can  it  be  his  blood  that  is 
now  running  in  my  veins  ?  Can  it  be  his  blood, 
that  rises  at  this  moment,  with  detestation  against 
him  ?" 

Before  the  sun  set,  Thaddeus  was  aroused  from 
these  painful  soliloquies,  by  still  more  painful  emo- 
tions :  He  saw  from  his  window,  a  hearse  driving 
at  full  gallop  up  the  road,  which  ascended  to  the 
Abbey,  and  presently  return  with  a  more  sol* 
Vol.  II.  u 


'222  THADDfeUS     OF      WARSAV/. 

emn  pace,  followed  by  a  post-chaise,  and  the  earl's 
coach. 

"  Inhuman  wretches  I"  cried  Thaddeus,  leaning 
out  of  the  window  ;  and  pursuing  with  his  eye, 
the  tips  of  the  sable  plumes,  as  the  cavalcade 
wound  round  the  road  ;  "  Could  you  not  allow  this 
poor  corse  a  little  rest  ?  Must  her  injuries  be  ex- 
tended to  the  grave  ?  Must  her  cold  relics  be  in- 
sulted, be  hurried  to  the  tomb,  without  reverence, 
without  decency  ?" 

The  noble  heart  of  Thaddeus  was  convulsed 
with  horror,  at  this  climax  of  the  earl's  barbarity. 
Dr.  Cavendish  entered  :  he  spoke  of  the  perpe- 
trators of  an  act,  which  he  deemed  sacrilege 
against  the  dead  ;  but  Thaddeus  could  not  bear  it  ; 
and  he  interrupted  him  by  inquiring,  how  lady 
Albina  had  borne  the  removal  of  her  mother's  re* 
mains. 

"  Very  ill,"  returned  the  doctor  ;  "  and  though 
I  warned  the  earl,  that  to  compel  her  ladyship  to 
follow  the  hearse  would  be  at  the  peril  of  her  life, 
yet  he  would  not  be  softened.  He  put  her  into 
the  coach  in  a  state  of  insensibility,  with  no  other 
assistant  than  a  woman  servant  ;  and  then,  loaded 
with  the  secret  curses  of  every  honest  heart,  I  saw 
him  set  off  in  a  post-chaise,  which  was  already  oc- 
cupied by  his  detestable  son.  Heaven's  maledic- 
tion must  follow  them  1" 

The  doctor  pursued  the  subject.  Sobieski's 
wearied  spirits  listened  to  him  with  patience  ;  for 
nothing  could  now  be  said  to  increase  an  abhor- 
rence, which  had  gained  its  height.  He  acknowl- 
edged to  himself,  that  he  hated  the  earl  ;  and  he 
heard,  in  gloomy  silence,  the  new  crimes  recount- 
ed by  his  friend. 
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In  the  midst  of  this  depressing  conversation,  g. 
courier  arrived  from  Dr.  Cavendish's  Stamford  pa- 
tient, desiring  that  he  would  return  immediately. 
The  gentleman  having  suffered  a  relapse,  Caven- 
dish, with  some  reluctance  to  quit  the  count, 
(whom  he  still  knew  by  no  other  name  than  Con- 
stantine,)  ordered  the  chaise  to  the  door.  He 
shook  hands  with  Thaddeus,  requested  he  would 
let  him  hear  from  him,  and  bidding  him  many  af^ 
fiictionate  adieus,  looked  out  of  the  carriage  win- 
dow, until  the  faint  light  of  the  moon,  and  the  fad- 
ing glimmer  of  the  cottage  candles,  failed  to 
make  the  little  spot,  which  contained  his  friend^ 
even  di,scernible> 
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CHAP.  XV 


FoH  the  first  time  during  many  nights,  Thadcle- 
us  slept  soundly  ;  but  his  dreams  were  disturbed  ; 
and  he  awoke  from  them  at  an  early  hour,  unre- 
freshed,  and  in  much  fever. 

The  simple  breakfast  which  his  cottage  host  and 
iiostess  set  before  him  was  hardly  touched.  Theii' 
nicely  drest  dinner  met  with  the  same  fate.  He 
was  ill,  and  possessed  neither  appetite  nor  spirits 
to  eat.  The  good  people  being  too  civil  to  intrude 
upon  him,  he  sat  alone  in  his  window  from  eight 
o'clock,  (at  which  hour  he  had  arisen,)  until  the 
cawing  of  the  rooks,  as  they  returned  to  the  Abbey 
woods,  reminded  him  of  the  approach  of  evening. 
lie  vvMs  uneasy  at  the  absence  of  Somerset  ;  not  so 
much  on  his  own  account  as  on  that  of  Sir  Robert, 
vvhose  increased  danger  might  have  occasioned 
?his  delay  :  However,  he  hoped  otherwise.  Long- 
ing earnestly  for  a  temporary  asylum  under  the 
roof  of  his  friend,  he  trusted,  that  the  sympathy  of 
Pembroke  would  heal  ail  his  wounds,  and  lit  him, 
(if  It  were  required,)  yet  farther  to  brave  the  buf- 
fets of  adverse  fortune.  Nor  was  Miss  Beaufort 
forgotten.  If  ever  one  idea  more  than  another 
sweetened  the  bitterness  of  his  reflections,  it  was 
the  remembrance  of  the  lovely  Mary.  Whenever 
her  image  rose  before  him  ;  whether  he  were 
standing  with  folded  arms,  and  looking  with  vacant 
gaze  on  the  valley  beneath  ;  or  when  cast  upon 
his  watchful  pillow,  he  opened  his  aching  eyes  to 
the  morning  light  ;    still,  as  her  beautiful   figure* 
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presented  itself  to  his  mind,  he  sighed  ;  but  it  was 
a  sigh  laden  with  balm  ;  it  did  not  tear  his  breast 
like  thos€  which  were  wrung  from  him  by  the  hard 
hand  of  calamity  and  insult  ;  it  was  the  soft  breath 
of  love,  which  makes  man  dream  of  heaven,  whilst 
it  betrays  him  to  the  grave.  Thaddeus  thought  it 
delightful  to  recollect  how  she  had  looked  on  him  ; 
it  was  happiness,  to  know  that  he  owed  his  liberty 
to  her  ;  and  the  anticipation,  that  he  should  again 
dwell  in  her  smiles,  again  draw  bliss  from  her 
eyes,  swelled,  agitated,  and  intoxicated  his  soul. 

"  Sweet  Mary  !"  murmured  he,  "  I  shall  see 
thee  once  more  I  I  shall  again  experience  thy 
kindness  !  I  will  thank  thee  with  my  heart  ;  and 
think  myself  blest,  in  being  allowed  the  privilege  of 
loving  thee  in  silence,  and  forever." 

The  sight  of  Pembroke  riding  through  the  far- 
Bier's  fields  towards  the  cottage  agreeably  recall 
ed  the  wandering  mind  of  Sobieski.  He  went  out 
to  meet  him  ;  Mr.  Somerset,  putting  his  horse  on 
a  gallop,  was  at  his  friend's  side,  and  had  alighted, 
before  he  could  cross  the  first  meadow.  Thadde- 
us inquired  after  the  baronet^s  health.  Pembroke 
answered  the  question,  with  an  incoherency  devoid 
of  all  meaning.  Thaddeus  looked  at  him  with 
surprise.  They  walked  towards  the  house,  but  he 
did  not  seem  to  recover  himself  ^  his  absence  of 
mind,  and  the  wild  rambling  of  his  eyes,  whenever 
he  was  spoken  to,  were  so  striking,  that  the  count 
entertained  no  doubt  of  some  dreadful  accident. 

As  soon  as  they  entered  the  little  parlour,  Pem- 
broke threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and,  throwing  ofF 
his  hat,  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  face,  which, 
though  a  cold  October  evening,  was  streaming 
down  his  forehead.  Thaddeus  endured  a  suspense 
almost  too  painful  to  be  borne. 
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"  What  is  the  matter,  dear  Pembroke  ?  Is  Miss 
Beaufort  well  ?" 

"  Perfectly  :"  returned  he,  "  Every  body  is  weU, 
excepting  myself  and  my  father,  who,  I  verily  be- 
lieve, has  lost  his  senses  ;  at  any  rate  he  will  drive 
me  mad." 

The  manner  in  which  this  reply  was  uttered  as- 
tonished Thaddeus  so  much,  that  he  could  only 
gaze  with  wonder,  on  the  convulsed  features  of  his 
friend.  Pembroke  observed  his  amazement,  and 
laying  his  hand  on  his  arm,  "  My  dear,  dear  Sobi- 
eski  1"  said  he,  "  What  do  I  not  owe  to  you  ? 
Good  Heaven  I  how  humbled  am  I  in  your  sight  I 
But  there  is  a  Power  above,  who  knows  how  inti- 
nately  you  are  woven  with  every  artery  of  this 
heart.'* 

"  I  believe  it,  my  kind  Pembroke  ;"  cried  Thad- 
leus,  yet  more  alarmed  than  before;  "Tell  me 
what  it  is  that  distresses  you.  If  my  counsel,  or 
my  sympathy,  can  offer  any  thing  to  comfort  or  as- 
sist you,  you  know  I  am  your  own." 

Pembroke  burst  into  tears,  and  covering  his 
streaming  eyes  with  his  handkerchief,  exclaimed, 
**  I  am  indeed  distressed  !  Distressed  even  beyond 
your  comfort.  O  !  How  can  I  speak  it  I  You  will 
despise  my  father,  ThaddcuS  1  you  will  spurn  me." 

"  Impossible  1"  cried  he,  with  energy  ;  though 
his  ^\p^'^^^^  cheek  and  fainting  heart  immediately 
declared  that  he  had  anticipated  what  he  must 
hear. 

"  I  see,"  cried  Pembroke,  regarding  the  altered 
features  of  his  friend  with  a  glance  of  agony  ;  "  I 
see,  that  you  think  it  is  possible,  that  my  father 
can  s'nk  me  below  my  own  contempt." 

T  .  '.' unibing  touch  of  ingratitude  ran  through 
the  veins  of  Thaddeus  ;  his  fr^ime  w^as  chilled,  V/as 
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petrified  ;  but  his  just  afFeclion  and  calmed  coun- 
tenance proclaimed  how  true  a  judgment  he  pass- 
ed on  the  whole.  He  took  the  burning  hand  of 
Mr.  Somerset  in  his  own  hand,  and,  with  a  steady 
and  consoling  voice,  said,  "  Assure  yourself,  dear 
Pembroke,  whatever  be  the  commands  of  your  fa- 
ther, I  shall  adhere  to  them.  I  can  understand  by 
these  generous  emotions,  that  he  objects  to  receive 
me  as  your  friend.  Perhaps,''  added  he,  a  flash  of 
suspicion  gleaming  through  his  mind  ;  "  perhaps 
Miss  Beaufort  may  have  perceived  the  devotedness 
of  my  heart,  and  disdaining  my .** 

"  Hush,  for  Heaven's  sake  1"  cried  Pembroke, 
starting  from  his  chair  ;  "  Do  not  implicate  my 
poor  cousin  !  Do  not  add  to  her  disappointment, 
the  misery  that  you  suspect  her  !  No  Thaddeus," 
continued  he  in  a  calmer  tone,  "  Mary  Beaufort 
loves  you  :  she  confessed  it  in  an  agony  of  grief  on 
my  bosom,  just  before  I  came  away  ;  and  only 
through  her,  I  dare  ever  expect  to  meet  forgive- 
ness from  you.  In  spite  of  my  father,  you  may 
marry  her.  She  has  no  curse  to  dread  ;  she  need 
not  sacrifice  all  that  is  most  precious  in  her  sight, 
to  the  obstinate  caprice  of  criminal  resentment." 

*'  A  curse  1"  reiterated  Thaddeus.  "  How  is 
this  1  What  have  I  done  to  deserve  such  hatred 
from  your  father?" 

<'  O  !  nothing  ;"  cried  Pembroke,  "  nothing. 
My  father  never  saw  you.  My  father  thanks 
you  for  all  that  you  have  done  for  me  ;  but 
it  is  your  country  that  he  hates.  Some  Poland- 
er,  years  back,  injured  him  ;  and  my  father  took 
a  fatal  oath  against  the  whole  nation.  He  de- 
clares, that  he  cannot,  he  will  not  break  it,  were 
he,  by  so  doing,  to  save  his  own  life,  or  even  mine  ; 


220  THADDEUS    OF    WARSAW. 

for,  (Heaven  forgive  me!)  I  was  this  morning 
wrought  up  to  such  a  pitch  of  frenzy,  that  I 
threatened  to  destroy  myself,  rather  than  sacrifice 
my  gratitude  and  honour  to  his  cruel  commands  ! 
Nay,  to  convince  you  that  his  is  no  personal  en^ 
mity  to  yourself,  he  ordered  me  to  give  you  writ- 
ings which  will  put  you  in  possession  of  five  hun- 
dred a  year  forever.     I  have  them  with  me." 

All  the  pride  of  his  princely  house  rose  at  once 
in  the  breast  of  Thaddcus.  Though  full  of  indigna- 
tion at  this  insult  of  Sir  Robert's,  he  regarded  the 
averted  face  of  his  friend  with  compassion,  whilst 
in  a  firm  voice,  he  rejected  the  degrading 
compromise. 

"  Tell  your  father,"  added  he,  addressing  Pemf 
broke  in  a  tone,  which  even  his  affection  could  not 
soften  from  a  command  ;  "  that  my  absence  is  not 
to  be  bought  with  money,  nor  my  friendship  so 
rewarded." 

Pembroke  covered  his  burning  face  with  his 
hands.  This  sight,  at  once  brought  down  the 
haughty  spirit  of  the  count,  wha  continued  in 
gentler  accents  ;  "  Whatever  be  the  sentiments  of 
Sir  Robert  Somerset,  they  shall  meet  with  due  atr 
tention  from  me.  He  is  your  father,  therefore  I 
respect  him  ;  but  he  has  put  it  out  of  his  power  to 
oblige  me  :  I  cannot  accept  his  bounty.  Though 
your  heart,  my  dearest  Pembroke,  is  above  all 
price,  yet  I  will  make  it  a  sacrifice  to  your  duty."— ^ 
And  by  so  doing,  put  the  last  seal  on  my  misfor- 
tunes !  was  the  meaning  of  the  heavy  sigh  which 
accompanied  his  last  words. 

Pembroke  traversed  the  room  in  an  agony. 
"  Merciful  Providence  1"  cried  he,  wringing  his 
clasped  hands  ;  "  direct  me  !  O,  Thaddeus,  if  you 
could  read  my  tortured  heart,  you  would  pity  me  ; 
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you  would  see  that  this  affair  is  tearing  my  soul 
from  my  body.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  I  cannot,  I 
will  not,  part  with  you  forever." 

The  count  went  up  to  him,  and  drew  him  to  a 
^eat :  "  Be  satisfied,"  said  he,  "  that  I  am  convinced 
of  your  affection.  Whatever  may  happen,  this 
assurance  will  be  sufficient  to  give  me  comfort  j 
therefore,  I  entreat  you,  dear  Pembroke,  by  that 
affection,  not  to  bring  regret  to  me,  and  reproach 
on  yourself,  by  disobeying  the  will  of  your  father ! 
If  we  separate  for  life,  remember,  my  beloved  friend, 
that  the  span  of  our  existence  here  is  short ;  we 
shall  meet  again  in  a  happier  world  ;  perhaps  more 
blest,  for  having  immolated  our  wishes  to  hard 
duty  in  this." 

"  Cease,  Sobieski,  cease  1"  cried  Pembroke,  "  I 
can  draw  no  consolation  from  this  reasoning.  It  is 
Bot  duty  to  obey  a  hatred  little  short  of  distraction  ; 
and,  if  we  now  separate,  I  feel,  that  I  shall  never 
know  peace  again.  Good  Heaven  1  what  comfort 
can  I  find,  when  you  are  exposed  to  all  the  indigni- 
ties, which  the  world  levels  against  the  unfortu- 
nate ?  Can  I  indulge  in  the  luxuries  of  my  father's 
house,  when  I  know  that  you  have  neither  a  home 
nor  subsistence  ?  No,  Thpddeus,  I  am  not  such  a 
villain.  I  will  not  give  you  up,  though  my  father 
should  load  me  with  curses  ; — I  trust  there  is  a 
just  power  above  who  would  avert  them." 

Perceiving  that  argument  at  this  time  would  not 
only  be  fruitless,  but  might  probably  incense  his 
friend's  irritated  nature,  to  the  commission  of 
some  rasli  action,  Thaddeus  pretended  to  oyerlook 
the  frantic  gesture  and  voice,  which  terminated  this 
speech  ;  and,  assuming  a  serene  air,  replied  : 
*'  Let  this  be  the  subject  of  future  conversation.  At 
present,  I  must  conjure   you,  by  the  happiness  of 
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US  both,  to  return  to  the  Castle.  You  know  my 
message  to  Sir  Robert.  Present  my  respects  to 
your  aunt ;  and,'*  added  he,  after  a  pause,  "  assure 
Miss  Beaufort,  that  whilst  I  have  life,  her  goodness 
will  be  its  most  animating  principle." 

Pembroke  interrupted  him.  "  Why  these 
messages,  dear  Thaddeus  ?  Do  not  suppose^ 
though  I  fulfil  my  father's  order  to  return  to 
Somerset  to-night,  that  it  is  our  separation.  Gra-* 
cious  Heaven  !  Is  it  so  easy  to  part  forever  ?" 

"  Not  forever  !  O  no  ;"  replied  Thaddeus, 
grasping  his  hand  ;  "  we  shall  see  each  other 
again  ;  only  meanwhile  repeat  those  messages  ta 
your  aunt  and  cousin.  Go,  my  dear  Pembroke,  to 
your  father  :  and  may  the  Lord  of  heaven  blesa 
you  !" 

The  last  words  were  spoken  in  almost  a  stifled 
voice,  as  he  opened  his  arms  and  strained  his  friend 
to  his  breast. 

*^  1  shall  see  you  to  morrow  ;"  cried  Pembroke  ; 
**  on  no  other  condition  I  leave  you  now." 

Thaddeus  made  no  farther  answer  to  this  de* 
mand,  (which  he  determined  should  never  be  grant- 
ed,) than  a  second  embrace.  Pembroke  went  out 
of  the  room,  to  order  tijis  horses  ;  then  returning 
he  stood  at  the  door,  and  holding  out  his  hand  to 
the  count,  said,  "  Farewell,  till  to-morrow."  Thad- 
deus shook  it  warmly,  and  he  disappeared. 

The  outward  gate  closed  after  his  friend,  but  the 
count  remained  on  the  seat  into  which  he  had 
thro  vvn  himself.  He  did  not  venture  to  move,  lest 
he  should  by  chance  catch  a  second  glance  of  Pem^ 
broke  from  the  window.  Now  that  he  was  gone, 
he  acknowledged  the  full  worth  of  what  he  had  re- 
linquished. He  had  resigned  a  man  who  loved 
him  f  one  who  had  known,  and  revered  his  ever- 
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hmented  grandfather  and  his  mother  ;  the  only 
one  with  whom  he  could  have  discoursed  of  their 
virtues  !  He  had  severed  the  link,  which  united 
his  present  state  with  his  former  fortunes  I  and 
throwing  his  arms  along  a  table  that  stood  near 
him,  he  leaned  his  aching  head  upon  them,  and  in 
idea  followed,  with  a  bleeding  heart,  the  progress 
and  reception  of  his  friend  at  the  Castle. 

The  racking  misery  which  tortured  the  mind  of 
Mr.  Somerset  was  not  borne  with  equal  resigna- 
tion. Conscious  of  his  having  inflicted  fresh 
wounds  on  the  breast  of  his  noble  friend,  his  spir- 
its were  so  ill  adapted  to  society,  that  he  was  pleas* 
ed  rather  than  disappointed,  when  he  found  the 
supper-room  at  the  Castle  quite  vacant,  and  only 
one  cover  on  the  table  awaiting  his  arrival. 

He  asked  a  few  questions  of  the  servants,  who  in- 
formed him  that  it  was  past  twelve  o'clock  ;  and 
that  Sir  Robert,  who  was  worse,  had  retired  to  bed 
early  in  the  evening. 

"  And  where  are  my  aunt  and  cousin  ?"  demand- 
ed Pembroke. 

One  of  the  men  replied,  that  in  consequence  of 
Miss  Beaufort's  having  been  suddenly  indisposed, 
both  the  ladies  left  the  room  before  eleven.  Pem- 
broke readily  guessed  the  cause  of  this  disorder  : 
he  too  truly  ascribed  it  to  Mary's  anxiety  respect- 
ing the  reception,  which  the  count  Sobieski  would 
give  to  his  disgraceful  errand  ;  and  sighing  bitter- 
ly, he  said  no  more,  but  went  to  his  chamber. 

The  restless  state  of  his  mind  awoke  Mr.  Som- 
erset  by  times.  Anxious  for  the  success  of  an  ap- 
plication, which  he  intended  to  make  to  Miss  Beau- 
fort, he  traversed  the  terrace  for  an  hour  before 
he  was  summoned  to  breakfast.  The  baronet  con- 
tinuing unwell,  the  ladle-  only  were  in  the  porloiir 
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when  he  entered.  Mrs.  Dorothy,  who  learnt  the 
particulars  of  the  late  events  from  her  niece,  long- 
ed to  ask  Pembroke  how  his  friend  would  act  on 
her  brother^s  command  ;  but  every  time  that  she 
moved  her  lips,  his  inflamed  eye  and  wan  counte* 
nance  made  her  stop,  and  fear  to  venture  on  the 
subject.  Mary  sat  in  mute  dejection,  watching 
the  agitation  of  her  cousin  ;  and  when  he  rose, 
and  took  his  hat  to  leave  the  room,  she  looked  wist*- 
fully  towards  him.  Pembroke  turned  round  at  the 
same  moment,  and  holding  out  his  hand  to  her, 
said,  "  Come,  Mary,  I  want  to, say  sometliing  to 
you.     Will  you  walk  with  me  on  the  terrace  ?" 

Miss  Beaufort,  with  trepidation,  and  a  beating 
heart  took  his  arm,  and  proceeded  in  silence,  until 
they  reached  the  gravel  walk*  A  mutual  and 
deep-drawn  sigh  was  the  first  opening  of  a  con* 
versation,  on  which  the  souls  of  both  hung  with 
interest,  hope  and  dread.  Pembroke  was  the  first 
who  began. 

"  My  dear,  dear  Mary,"  said  he,  "  you  are  now 
my  sole  dependance.  From  what  I  told  you 
yesterday  of  my  father's  stubborn  inflexibility,  we 
can  have  no  hope  of  his  relenting  :  indeed,  after 
what  has  passed,  I  could  not  flatter  myself  that 
Thaddeus  Sobieski  would,  on  any  account,  submit 
to  an  obligation  at  his  hands.  Already  he  has  re^ 
fused,  with  all  the  indignation  I  expected,  Sir 
Robert's  offer  of  an  annuity.  My  dear  cousin,  how 
can  I  exist,  and  yet  witness  this  noble  friend  in 
distress,  and  living  without  the  succour  of  my 
friendship  ?  Heaven  knows  this  must  be  the  case  ; 
for  I  would  sooner  perish  than  venture  to  insult 
the  man,  whom  my  father  has  treated  so  ill,  with 
any  pecuniary  off*ers  from  me  i  Therefore,  dear 
girl,  it  is  on  you  alone  that  I  depend.     Thaddeus 
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adores  you,  and  you  love  him.  Marry  him,  my 
beloved  cousin/'  cried  he,  pressing  her  hand  to  his 
lips,  "  and  relieve  my  heart  from  a  load  of  misery  I 
Be  generous,  my  sweet  Mary,"  added  he,  support- 
ing her  now^  trembling  frame  against  his  breast  ; 
"  act  up  to  your  noble  natui'e,  and  offer  him,  by  me, 
that  hand,  which  his  calamities  and  disinterested- 
ness preclude  him  from  requesting." 

Miss  Beaufort,  hardly  able  to  articulate,  from  the 
emotions  which  prevented  her  utterance,  replied, 
"  I  would  give  him  all  that  I  possess,  could  it  pur- 
chase him  one  tranquil  hour  ;  I  would  serve  him 
forever,  could  I  do  it  and  be  unknown  ;  but -" 

"  O,  do  not  hesitate!  Do  not  doubt  !"  interrupt- 
ed Pembroke,  "  To  serve  your  friends,  I  know  you 
are  capable  of  the  most  extraordinary  exertions  ; 
I  know  there  is  nothing  within  the  verge  of  pos- 
sibility, that  your  generous  disposition  would  not 
attempt :  then,  my  beloved  Mary,  dare  to  be  what 
you  are,  by  having  the  magnanimity  to  act  as  you 
know  you  ought  ;  by  offering  your  hand  to  him, 
shew  the  noble  Sobieski,  that  you  really  deserve 
the  devotion  of  a  hero's  heart." 

"  Dear  Pembroke,''  replied  Miss  Beaufort, 
wiping  the  still  gliding  tears  from  her  burning 
cheek,  "  after  the  confession  which  you  drew  from 
Vne  yesterday,  I  will  not  deny,  that  to  possess  the 
esteem  of  your  friend  would  render  me  the  hap- 
piest of  created  beings  ;  but  I  cannot  believe  what 
your  sanguine  affection  tells  me.  I  cannot  sup- 
pose, situated  as  I  was  at  lady  Dundas's,  under  a 
cloud  of  fashion,  and  surrounded  by  frivolous  and 
contemptible  society,  that  he  should  discover  any 
thing  in  me  to  respect :  everyway  embarrassed  as 
1  was,  disliking  my  companions,  afraid  of  my  owii 
Vol.  IL  w 
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intere&t  in  him,  a  veil  was  drawn  overiny  minclj 
through  which  he  could  neither  judge  of  my  good 
nor  bad  qualities.  How  then  can  I  flatter  myself, 
or  do  the  count  Sobieski  such  an  injury,  as  to  im- 
agine that  he  could  conceive  any  preference  for 
such  an  insignificant  character  as  I  must  Imve 
appeared  ?'* 

It  was  some  time  before  Pembroke  could  shake 
the  hold  which  this  prepossession  had  taken  of  Miss 
Beaufort's  mind.  After  having  set  in  every  possi- 
ble light,  the  terms  with  which  his  friend  had  spoken 
of  her,  he  at  length  convinced  her,  of  what  her  heart 
so  earnestly  wished  to  believe,  that  she  was  not  en- 
tirely indifferent  to  Sobieski. 

Mr.  Somerset's  next  achievement  was  to  over- 
come her  scruples  against  commissioning  him 
with  the  message  he  was  desirous  to  communicate 
to  Thaddeus,  From  the  continual  recurrence  of 
her  fears,  that  the  warmth  of  her  cousin  might 
have  too  highly  coloured  the  first  object  of  debate, 
this  task  was  not  more  easy  to  accomplish  than  the 
former.  In  vain  she  remonstrated,  in  vain  she 
doubted,  in  vain  demurred  ;  Pembroke  would  not 
be  denied;  and  as,  with  faltering  lips,  she  assented 
to  the  permission  which  he  almost  extorted,  she 
threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  implored  him 
to  be  careful  of  her  honour  ;  to  remember,  that  she 
put  into  his  charge,  all  that  was  most  precious  to 
her, — the  modesty  of  her  sex,  and  her  own  delicacy. 

Pembroke,  delighted  at  this  consent,  notwith- 
standing he  received  it  through  the  medium  of  ma- 
ny tears,  embraced  his  cousin  with  ten  thousand 
animating  promises  of  future  happiness  ;  and  hav- 
ing allowed  her  to  enter  the  house,  mounted  his 
horse,  and  set  off  on  full  gallop  towards  Harrowby- 
HiJL 
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CHAP.   xvr. 

When  Thaddeus  recovered  from  the  reverie, 
into  which  he  fell  on  the  departure  of  Mr.  Somer- 
set, he  considered  how  he  might  remove  out  of  a 
eountry,  in  which  he  had  only  met,  and  occasioned 
distress. 

The  horrid  price  that  Pembroke's  father  had  set 
ou.the  continuance  of  their  friendship  rendered  it 
necessary  that  his  flight  should  be  immediate. 
Averse  to  a  second  interview  with,  his  friend, 
which  could  only  produce  them  pain,  lie  determin- 
ed that  not  another  morn  should  rise  upon  him  in 
Lincolnshire  ;  and  taking  a  pen,  with  all  the  future 
loneliness  of  his  fate  painted  on  his  heart,  he  wrote 
two  letters. 

One  he  addressed  to  Mr.  Somerset,  bidding  him 
that  farewell,  which  he  confessed  he  could  never 
take.  As  he  wrote,  his  hand  trembled,  his  boJi^om 
swelled  ;  and  he  hastily  shut  his  eye-lids,  to  with' 
hold  his  tears  from  shewing  themselves  on  the  pa- 
per :  his  emotion,  his  grief,  were  driven  back, 
were  concealed  ;  but  the  tenderness  of  his  soul 
flowed  over  the  letter.  He  forgave  Pembroke's 
lather,  for  Pembroke's  sake  ;  and  in  spite  of  their 
personal  disunion,  he  vowed,  that  no  earthly  power 
should  restrain  his  love  from  following  the  steps  of 
his  friend,  even  into  the  regions  of  eternity.  He 
closed  his  melancholy  epistle,  with  informing  Mr. 
Somerset,  that  as  he  should  quit  England  directly, 
any  search  after  him,  which  his  generous  nat^ir 
might  dictate,  would  be  in  vain. 
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Though  Thaddeus  Sobieski  would  have  disdaili- 
ed  a  life  of  dependance  on  the  greatest  potentate  of 
the  world  ;  though  he  rejected  with  the  same  sin- 
cerity, a  similar  proposal  from  his  friend  ;  and  de- 
spised the  degrading  offer  of  Sir  Robert ;  yet  he 
did  not  disparage  his  dignity,  nor  infringe  on  the 
disinterested  nature  of  friendship,  when  he  accept- 
ed, and  resolved  to  retain,  the  money  which  Pem- 
broke  had  conveyed  to  him  in  prison.  Thaddeus. 
never  acted  but  from  principle.  His  honourable 
and  penetrating  mind  knew  exactly  at  what  point, 
to  draw  the  tender  thread  of  delicacy.  Pride  and^ 
independence  were  with  him  distinct  terms.  Re- 
ceiving assistance  from  a  friend,  and  leaning  on 
iiim  wholly  for  support,  have  different  meanings  : 
he  accepted  the  first  with  gratitude  :  he  would 
have  thought  it  impossible  to  live  and  endure  the 
last.  On  these  premises,  Pembroke  was  never, 
pained  by  an  attempt  to  return  his  bounty.  In- 
deed Thaddeus  would  have  considered  himself  un* 
worthy  to  confer  a  benefit,  if  he  had  not  known 
how  to  receive  one.  This  spirit  left  no  part  of 
Miss  Beaufort's  obligation  on  his  mind,  but  its 
sweetness  ;  and  with  these  impressions,  and  a 
throbbing  heart,  he  bqgan  a  short  address  to  her. 

^'  To  Miss  Beaufort, 

"  My  faculties  seem  to  lose  their  power,  when 
I  take  up  my  pen  to  address,  for  the  first  and  the 
last  time,  Miss  Beaufort.  I  hardly  know  what  I 
would  say,  what  I  ought  ;  I  dare  not  venture  tc 
write  ail  that  1  feel.  But  have  you  not  been  my 
benefactress  ?  Did  you  not  assert  my  character^ 
and  give  me  liberty,  when  I  was  calumniated  and 
in  distress  ?  Did  you  not  ward  from  me  the  scorn 
of  unpitying  folly  ?    Did  you  not  console  iiie  with. 
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your  own  compassion  ?  You  have  done  all  this  ; 
and  surely  you  will  not  despise  the  gratitude  of  a 
heart,  which  you  have  condescended  to  sooth  and 
to  comfort.  At  least,  I  cannot  leave  England  for- 
ever, without  imploring  blessings  on  the  head  of 
Miss  Beaufort  ;  without  thanking  her  on  my 
knees,  on  which  I  am  writing,  for  that  gracious 
and  beniga  spirit,  which  discovered  a  breaking 
heart  under  the  mask  of  serenity ;  which  penetrat- 
ed through  the  garb  of  poverty  and  dependence, 
and  saw  that  the  contemned  Constantine  was  not 
what  he  seemed  !  Your  smiles.  Miss  Beaufort  ; 
your  voice,  speaking  commiseration,  were  my 
sweetest  consolations  during  those  heavy  months 
of  sorrow,  which  I  endured  at  Dundas-house  :  I 
contemplated  you  as  a  pitying  angel  sent  to  recon- 
cile me  to  a  life,  which  had  already  become  a  bur- 
then. These  are  the  benefita  which  Miss  Beau- 
fort has  bestowed  on  a  friendless  exile  ;  these  are 
the  benefits  which  she  had  bestowed  on  me  ;  and 
they  are  writteii  on  my  soul.  Not  until  I  go  down 
into  the  grave  shall  they  be  forgotten.  Oh  !  net 
even  then,  for  when  I  rise  again,  I  shall  find  them 
still  registered  there  ! 

"  Farewell,  most  respected,  most  dear  Miss 
Beaufort.  May  the  Father  of  heaven  bless,  with 
his  choicest  care,  her,  whose  name  shall  ever  be 
first  in  the  prayers  of  her  most  grateful,  most  de- 
voted servant, 

Thaddeus  Constantine  Sobieski. 

* '  Ha rro ivby- Hilly 
eleven  o* clock  at  night, ^* 

When  he  finished  this  epistle,  with  a  trembling 
hand  he  enclosed  it  in  the  cover,  which   contained 
Somerset's  j  then  writing  a  few  lines  to  the  good 
w  2. 
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old  farmer,  he  begged  him  to  accept  the  note 
which  they  contained,  as  a  small  compensation  for 
his  great  hospitality  ;  and,  having  sealed  both 
packets,  he  disposed  them  so  on  the  table,  that 
Ihey  might  be  the  first  things  seen  on  entering  the 
room. 

It  now  being  midnight,  he  thought  it  high  time 
to  set  out  on  his  dismal  journey.  Having  tied 
some  linen  in  a  grey  silk  handkerchief,  (which  had 
formerly  been  wrapped  round  his  neck  by  lady 
Sara,  one  wet  evening  in  Grosvenor-Place  ;)  he 
put  all  his  remaining  money  into  his  pocket.  It 
did  not  exceed  thirty  pounds;  the  rest  having 
been  expended  in  his  way  to  the  Abbey,  and  in  de- 
fraying little  expenses  attending  the  illness  of  the 
countess,  to  Avhich  her  purse,  (ever  kept  low  by 
the  tardiness  of  the  earl's  payments)  was  not  pre- 
pared to  answer.  However,  as  he  determined  to 
walk  to  London,  where  he  intended  to  embark  for 
America,  he  hoped  that  it  would  at  least  hold  out, 
until  he  landed  on  a  shore,  whence  he  trusted  nev- 
er to  return. 

"  Ah  1"  cried  he,  as  he  gently  closed  the  win- 
dow by  which  he  leaped  into  the  little  garden, 
"  What  accumulated  sins,  O  Russia,  will  be  heap- 
ed upon  thy  head  1  Every  hasty  sigh  that  rebels 
in  my  breast  against  the  Almighty  hand,  which  is 
again  driving  me  out  a  wanderer  on  the  wide 
world,  calls  vengeance  upon  thee  1  How  many, 
wretched  country  i"  added  he,  resting  on  the  bar 
of  the  outward  gate  ;  "  how  many  hastahou  driv- 
en from  their  homes  1  how  many  hast  thou  made 
vagabonds  and  murderers,  for  that  scanty  pittance, 
of  which,  with  remorseless  and  wanton  gripe,  they 
were  deprived  by  thee  1  Oh,  righteous  Power  of 
Justice    and   Mercy  !"     cried   he,   stretching   his 
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arms  towards  that  heaven,  over  which  the  pierc- 
ing winds  of  a  bleak  October  night  were  scatter- 
ing the  thick  and  gloomy  clouds  ;  "  grant  me  for- 
titude to  bear,  with  resignation  to  thy  will,  the 
miseries  I  may  yet  have  to  encounter.  Oh  I*' 
added  he,  his  heart  melting  as  the  idea  presented 
itself ;  "  teach  me  to  forget  what  I  have  been  ! 
Teach  me  to  forget,  that  on  this  dreadful  night, 
last  year,  I  clasped  the  dying  body  of  my  dear 
grandfather  in  these  arms  1" 

He  could  not  speak  farther  ;  but  leaning  his 
pale  face  against  the  gate,  remained  for  a  few 
minutes  dissolved  in  painful  recollection  :  then  re- 
covering himself  by  a  sudden  start,  he  proceeded 
with  hasty  steps  through  the  different  meadows, 
until  they  conducted  him  into  the  high  road. 

It  was  on  the  tenth  of  October,  1795,  that  the 
count  Sobieski  commenced  this  lonely  and  melan- 
choly journey.  It  was  on  the  tenth  of  October, 
1794,  that  he  found  the  palatine,  bleeding  to  death, 
in  the  midst  of  a  heap  of  slain.  The  coincidence 
of  his  present  sufferings,  with  those  of  a  twelve- 
month past,  powerfully  affected  Thaddeus  ;  they 
recalled  remembrances  to  him  in  their  most  vivid 
coloiirs,  which  time,  and  the  many  intermediate 
events,  had  considerably  softened. 

Distressed  by  these  sorrowful  scenes,  which 
memory,  ever  true  to  her  nature,  raised  before  his 
mind's  eye  in  rapid  and  long  succession,  he 
quickened  his  pace  ;  he  slackened  it  ;  he  quick- 
ened it  again  ;  but  nothing  could  rid  him  of  those 
tormenting  images,  which  seemed  to  glide  around 
him  like  visible  spirits  of  the  departed. 

When  the  dawn  *broke,  and  the^  sun  rose,  he 
found  himself  advanced  several  miles  on  the  south 
Side  of  Ponton  Hill,     The  spiry  aisles  of  Harrowby 
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Abbey  were  discernible  through  the  mist  ;  and 
the  towers  of  Somerset  Castle,  from  their  height 
and  situation,  were  as  distinctly  seen  as  if  he  had 
been  at  their  base.  Neither  of  these  objects  were 
calculated  to  raise  the  spirits  of  Thaddeus.  The 
sorrows  of  the  countess,  wliose  eyes  he  so  recently 
had  closed  ;  and  the  treatment  which  he  after- 
wards received  from  the  man  to  whom  he  owed  his 
life,  were  recollections  which  made  him  turn  away 
from  the  Abbey  with  a  pang,  and  fix  his  eyes  on 
Somerset.  He  looked  towards  its  ivied  head,  with 
all  the  regx^t  and  alL  the  tenderness  which  can 
overflow  a  human  heart  :  under  that  roof,  he  be- 
lieved the  eyes  of  his  adored  Mary  were  sealed  in 
sleep  ;  and  in  an  instant  his  agitated  soul  address^ 
cd  her  as  if  she  had  been  present. 

"  Farewell,  most  lovely,  most  beloved  !  The 
conviction,  that  I  resign  even  the  hope  of  ever, 
again  beholding  thee,  to  the  peace  of  my  friend^ 
ishall  give  me  comfort,  when  I  am  drawing  my 
breath  in  a  far,  far  distant  region." 

In  this  way,  thus  communing  with  his  own 
troubled  spirit,  he  walked  forward  the  whole  day  on 
his  way  to  London.  Totally  absorbed  m  medita- 
tion, he  <lid  not  remark  the  gaze  of  curiosity  which 
followed  his  elegant  yet  distressed  figure,  as  he 
passed  through  the  different  towns  and  villages. 
Musing  on  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future, 
he  neither  felt  hunger  nor  thirst  ;  but,  with  a  fix- 
ed eye  and  abstracted  countenance,  pursued  his 
route,  until  night  and  weariness  overtook  him  in 
the  midst  of  the  high  road,  far  from  any  house. 

Thaddeus  looked  around,  and  above  :  the  sky 
was  clear,  and  glittering  with  stars  ;  the  moon, 
shining  on  a  near  branch  of  the  Ouse,  which  di- 
vides Huntingdonshire  from  Cambridgeshire,  lit 
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the  green  heath  which  skirted  its  banks.  He  wish- 
^d  not  for  a  more  magnificent  canopy  ;  and,  plac- 
ing his  wallet  under  his  head,  he  lay  down  beneath 
a  hillock  of  furze  and  broom,  and  slept  till  morning. 

When  he  awoke  from  a  sleep,  which  fatigue  and 
Casting  had  rendered  more  oppressive  than  refresh- 
ing, he  found  that  the  splendours  of  the  night 
were  succeeded  by  a  heavy  rain,  and  that  he  was 
very  wet.  He  rose,  with  a  stiffness  in  his  limbs, 
a  pain  in  his  head,  and  a  dimness  over  his  eyes, 
which  almost  disabled  him  from  moving.  He 
readily  judged  that  he  had  caught  cold  ;  and  every 
moment  feeling  himself  grow  worse,  he  thought  it 
necessary  to  seek  some  house,  where  he  might 
purchase  rest  and  assistance. 

To  this  end,  leaning  on  his  stick,  but  no  longer 
able  to  incumber  himself  with  even  the  light  load 
of  his  bundle,  he  threw  it  amongst  the  brambles  ; 
thinking  from  the  symptoms  which  he  felt,  that  he 
bad  not  many  hours  to  endure  the  ills  of  life,  he 
staggered  a  few  yards  farther  :  no  habitation  ap* 
peared  ;  his  limbs  became  more  feeble,  his  eyes 
seemed  totally  obscured,  and  he  sunk  down  on  a 
bank.  For  a  minute  he  attempted  to  struggle  with 
the  cold  grasp  of  death,  which  he  believed  was 
fastening  on  his  heart. 

"  And  are  my  days  to  be  so  short  !  Are  they  to 
end  thus  ?'*  thought  he  ;  "  Merciful  Providence, 
pardon  my  repining  !" 

These  were  the  last  movements  of  the  lips  of 
Thaddeus,  whilst  his  blood  seemed  freezing  to  in» 
sensibility.  His  eyes  closed,  his  head  fell  back  ; 
and  pale  and  without  animation,  he  lay  at  the  foot 
of  the  tree  near  which  he  had  dropt. 

The  count  remained  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in 
tJiis  death-like  state  before  he  was  perceived  ;    at 
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length,  a  gentleman,  who  was  passing  that  road  In 
his  way  to  a  country  seat,  in  Cambriclgeshirc, 
thought  he  perceived  a  man  lying  amongst  the  grass 
a  little,  onward  on  the  heath.  The  traveller  stopi 
his  carriage,  and  ordering  one  of  the  out-riders  to  ^ 
alight,  bade  him  examine  whether  the  object  he 
saw  were  living  or  dead. 

The  man  obeyed  ;  and  presently  returning,,  with 
an  afFrightened  countenance,  informed  his  master, 
that  it  was  the  body  of  a  man,  who  by  his  dress  ap- 
peared to  be  a  gentleman  ;  and  who,  being  quite 
senseless,  he  supposed  had  been  murdered  by  rob- 
bers. The  features  of  the  benevolent  stranger  in- 
stantly reflected,  the  distress  of  his  servant's  :  but 
ordering  the  chariot  door,  to  be  opened,  he  took  in 
his  hand  a  bottle  of  drops,  (which  from  his  own  in- 
valid state,  was  his  travelling  companion,)  and  ar 
lighting  hastened  to  the  side  of  the  lifeless  Thaddeus. 

By  this  time,  all  the  servants  were  collected . 
round  the  spot  ;  and  the  good  man  himself,  whilst 
he  gazed  with  pity  on  the  marble  features  of  the 
count,  observed  with  pleasure,  that  he  saw  no 
marks  of  violence..  Supposing  that  the  present 
accident  might  have  been  occasioned  by  a  fit ;  and 
thinking  it  possible  by  proper  means  to  recal  life, 
he  desired  that  the  unfortunate  person's  waistcoat 
might  be  unclosed  ;  and  taking  off  his  hat  he  con- 
trived to  pour  some  drops  into  his  mouth.  Their 
warmth  renewed  pulsation  in  the  heart;,  fOFfOnq 
of  the  servants  who  was  stooping,  declared  that  it 
beat  under  his  hand.  When  the  benevolent  gen- 
tleman was  satisfied  that  this  report  was  true,  hq 
ordered  his  servants  to  place  the  poor  traveller  in 
his  carriage  ;  having  only  another  mile  to  go,  he 
said  he  hoped  that  his  charge  might  be  restored  at 
the  end  of  their  journey,. 
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Whilst  the  postilions  drove  in  full  gallop  to-* 
wards  the  house,  the  cold  face  of  Thaddeus  rested 
on  the  bosom  of  the  stranger,  who  continued  to 
chafe  his  temples  With  lavender  water,  until  the 
chariot  stopped  before  the  gates.  Two  men  car- 
ried the  count  to  the  house  ;  and  having  left 
him  with  their  master,  and  a  medical  man,  who 
reside<l  near,  other  restoratives  were  applied, 
which  succeeded  in  recovering  his  lost  senses. 
When  he  was  completely  recalled  to  recollec- 
tion, and  was  able  to  look  around,  and  distin- 
guish objects,  he  saw  that  he  w-t\s  supported  by  two 
gentlemen,  and  in  a  magnificent  bed-chamber. 

Gratitude  was  an  active  virtue  in  the  soul  of 
Thaddeus.  At  the  moment  of  his  awakening 
from  that  sleep,  which,  when  it  fell  upon  him,  he 
believed  would  last  until  time  should  be  lost  in 
eternity, — he  pressed  the  hands  of  them  who  held 
his  own  ;  not  doubting  but  that  they  were  the  good 
Samaritans  who  had  preserved  him  from  perishing. 

The  younger  of  the  gentlemen,  perceiving  by 
the  animated  lustre  which  spread  over  his  patient's 
eyes,  that  he  was  going  to  speak,  put  his  hand  on 
his  lips,  and  said,  "  Pardon  me.  Sir  !  you  must  not 
speak.  Your  life  at  present  hangs  on  a  thread  ; 
the  slightest  exertion  would  snap  it :  but,  as  all 
you  want,  is  rest  and  resuscitation,  to  supply  some 
great  expense,  which  the  vital  powers  have  sus- 
tained, I  must  require  you  neither  to  speak,  nor 
be  spoken  to,  until  1  give  permission.  Meanwhile, 
be  satisfied.  Sir,  that  you  are  in  the  most  honour- 
able hands.  This  gentleman,'*  added  he,  pointing 
to  his  friend,  "  saw  you  on  the  heath,  and  brought 
you  to  his  house,  where  you  now  are.*' 

Thaddeus  bowed  his  head  to  them  both  in  sign 
of  gratitude  and  coiiipliance  ;  and  the  elder  left  the 
room. 
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CHAP.     XVII. 

Next  morning,  when  the  seal  was  taken  off  the 
lips  of  Thaddeus,  he  expressed,  in  tlie  most  ani- 
mated terms,  his  deep  sense  of  the  humanity  which 
actuated  both  the  gentlemen,  to  take  such  a  gen- 
erous interest  in  his  fate. 

"  You  owe  no  thanks  to  me,"  replied  the  on^ 
who  had  enjoined,  and  released  him  from  silence, 
and  who  was  alone  with  him  ;  "  I  am  only  the 
agent  of  another.  Yet,  I  do  not  deny,  that  in  obey- 
ing the  benevolent  orders  of  Sir  Robert  Somerset, 
I  have  frequent  opportunities  of  gratifying  my 
own  heart." 

Thaddeus  was  so  confounded  at  this  discovery, 
that  he  could  not  speak,  and  the  gentleman  pro- 
ceeded. 

"  I  am  apothecary  to  Sir  Robert's  household  ; 
and,  as  my  excellent  master  has  been  long  afflicted 
with  an  ill  state  of  health,  I  live  in  a  small  lodge  at 
the  other  end  of  the  park.  He  is  the  boast  of  the 
country  ;  the  best  landlord,  and  the  kindest  neigh- 
bour. All  ranks  of  people  love  him  ;  and  when  he 
dies  (which  his  late  apoplectic  fits  make  it  too  prob- 
able will  be  soon,)  both  poor  and  nch  will  lose 
their  friend.  Ill  as  he  was  this  morning,  when  I 
told  him  that  you  were  out  of  danger,  he  express- 
ed a  pleasure,  which  did  more  good  to  him  than  all 
my  medicines." 

Thaddeus,  not  considering  the  wildness  of  the 
question,  hastily  demanded,  **  Does  he  know  whd 
I  am  ?" 
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The  honest  apothecary  stared  at  the  look  and 
tone  of  voicey  with  which  these  words  were  deliver* 
ed,  and  then  replied,  "  No  ;  is  there  any  reason, 
Sir,  to  make  you  wish  that  he  should  not  ?'* 

*'  Certainly  none  :"  replied  Thaddeus,  recollect- 
ing himself,  and  sighing;  "  and  I  shall  be  impa- 
tient, until  I  have  an  opportunity  of  telling  him, 
how  grateful  I  am  for  the  goodness  which  he  has 
shewn  to  me  as  a  stranger." 

The  apothecary,  surprised  at  these  hints,  (which 
the  count,  not  considering  their  tendency,  allowed 
to  escape  him,)  gathered  sufficient  from  them, 
united  with  the  speaker's  superior  mien,  to  make 
him  suppose  that  his  patient  was  some  emigrant  of 
quality,  whom  Sir  Robert  would  rejoice  in  having 
served.  These  surmises  and  conclusions  having 
passed  very  quickly  through  the  honest  gentle- 
man's brain,  he  bowed  his  head,  with  that  respect, 
which  the  generous  mind  is  proud  to  pay  to  nobil- 
ity in  ruins,  and  resumed  : 

"  Whatever. you  may  be.  Sir,  a  peasant,  or  a 
prince,  you  will  meet  with  British  hospitality  from 
the  noble  owner  of  this  house.  The  magnificence 
of  his  spirit  is  equalled  by  the  goodness  of  his 
heart  ;  and  Deer  hurst  will  afibrd  every  comfort  to 
you,  that  benevolence  and  wealth  can  bestow  ;  and 
I  am  certain,  that  Sir  Robert  will  consider  the 
dreadful  apoplexy,  which  brought  him  from  Som- 
erset for  change  of  air,  rather  fortunate,  than  oth- 
erwise, as  it  has  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of 
serving,  and  of  knowing  you." 

Thaddeus  blushed  at  the  strain  of  this  speech  j 
and,  readily  understanding  what  was  passing  in  the 
mind  of  the  apothecary,  hardly  knew  how  to  reply. 
He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  "  All  yoy 
Vol.  II.  x 
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have  declared.  Sir,  in  praise  of  Sir  Robert  Sotuer- 
set,  I  cannot  have  a  doubt  of  his  deserving.  I  have 
already  felt  the  effects  of  bis  humanity,  and  shall 
ever  remember  that  my  life  was  prolonged  by  his 
means  ;  but  I  have  no  pretensions  to  the  honour 
of  his  acquaintance.  I  only  wish  to  see  him,  that 
I  may  thank  him  for  what  he  has  done  ;  therefore, 
if  you  will  permit  me  to  rise  this  evening,  instead 
of  to-morrow  morning,  you  will  oblige  me." 

To  this  request,  the  apothecary  gave  a  respect- 
ful, yet  firm  denial ;  and  went  down  stairs,  to  com- 
municate his  obsei'vations  to  his  patron. 

The  anxiety  which  agitated  the  count's  mind, 
when  he  reflected,  that  he  was  receiving  these  ob- 
ligations from  his  most  implacable  enemy,  so  oc- 
cupied and  disturbed  him,  that  he  spent  a  sleepless 
night.  The  dawn  found  his  fever  much  augment- 
ed ;  but  no  corporeal  sufferings  could  persuade 
him  to  abandon  the  resolution  of  seeing  the  baro- 
net, and  immediately  leaving  his  house  ;  beUeving, 
as  he  did,  that  all  his  kindness  would  have  been 
withheld,  had  his  host  known  on  whom  he  was 
pouring  such  benefits,  he  thought  that  every  min- 
ute which  passed  over  him,  while  he  was  under 
Sir  Robert's  roof,  inflicted  a  new  outrage  on  his 
dignity  and  honour. 

To  this  end  then,  as  soon  as  Mr.  Middleton  the 
apothecary  retired  to  breakfast,  Thaddeus  rose 
from  his  bed,  and  was  completely  dressed  before 
he  returned.  The  good  man  expostulated  on  the 
rashness  of  what  he  had  done,  and  augured  no  less 
than  a  relapse  from  the  morning  symptoms  of  his 
patient.  Thaddeus  once  in  his  life  was  obstinate, 
though  civilly  so  ;  and  desiring  a  servant  to  re- 
quest that  Sir  Robert  would  indulge  him  with  an 
nudience  for  a  few  minutes  alone  in  his  library,  he 
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soon  convinced  Mr.   Middleton,  that   his  purpose 
was  not  to  be  shaken. 

The  baronet  returnhig  his  compliments,  that  he, 
should  be  happy  to  see  his  guest,  the  still  anxious 
apothecary  offered  him  his  assistance  down  the 
stairs.  Thaddeus  needed  no  help,  and  gratefully 
declined  it.  The  exertion  necessary  to  be  sum- 
moned for  this  interview  imparted  as  much  mo- 
mentary strength  to  his  frame  as  to  his  mind,  and 
though  his  colour  was  heightened,  he  entered  the 
library  with  a  firm  step. 

Sir  Robert  met  him  at  the  door,  and,  shakin,-^ 
him  by  the  hand>  with  many  warm  assurances  of 
pleasure  at  his  recovery^,  would  have  led  him  to  a, 
seat ;  but  Thaddeus  drawing  back,  only  supported 
himself  against  the  back  of  it  with  his  hand  ;  whilst 
in  a  steady  voice,  he  expressed  the  most  animated 
thanks  for  the  benefits  he  had  received  ;  then 
pausing  and  casting  the  proud  lustre  of  his  eyes  to 
the  ground,  lest  their  language  should  tell  all  that 
he  thought,  he  continued,  ^'  1  have  only  to  regret, 
Sir  Robert,  that  your  benevolence  has  been  lavished 
on  a  man  whom  you  regard  v/ith  abhorrence.  I 
am  the  count  Sobieski,  that  Polander,  whom  you 
commanded  your  son  to  see  no  more.  Respecting 
even  the  prejudices  of  my  friend's  parent,  I  was 
hastening  to  London, meaning  to  set  sail  for  America 
with  the  first  ship,  when  I  swooned  on  the  road. 
I  believe  I  was  expiring  ;  your  humanity  saved 
me  :  and  I  now  owe  to  gratitude,  as  well  as  to  my 
own  satisfaction,  the  fulfilment  of  my  declaraticn. 
I  shall  leave  Deerhurst  immediately,  and  England, 
as  soon  as  I  am  able  to  embark." 

Thaddeus,  with  a  second  bow,  and  not  quite  so 
firm  a  step,  without  venturing  a  glance,  at  what  he 
supposed  were  the  abashed  looks  of  the  baronet,  was, 
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preparing  to  quit  the  room,  when  Sir  Robert,  with 
a  pale  and  aghast  countenance,  exclaimed,  "  Stop  T*" 

Thaddeus  looked  round,  and  regarded  him  with 
wonder.  The  baroaet,  incapable  of  saying  more, 
pointed  to  a  chair  for  him  to  set  down  ;  then  sink- 
ing into  another  himself,  took  out  his  handkerchief, 
and  wiping  away  the  large  drops,  which  stood  on 
liis  forehead,  panted  for  respiration.  At  last,  with 
■x  desperate  kind  of  haste,  he  said  : 

"  Was  your  mother,  indeed,  Therese  Sobieski  ?"' 

Thaddeus,  still  more  astonished,  replied  in  the 
affirmative  :  and  Sir  Robert  threw  himself  back  on 
the  chair  with  a  deep  groan.  Hardly  knowing- 
what  he  did,  the  count  rose  from  his  seatj  and  ad- 
ranced  towards  him  :  Sir  Robert,  hearing  his  ap- 
proach, stretched  out  his  hand,  and,  with  a  look 
and  tone  of  agony,  said,  "  Who  was  your  father  V* 
and  then,  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  covered  his 
convulsed  features  with  his  handkerchief.  The 
baronet's  agitation,  which  now  shook  him  like  an 
earthquake,  became  contagious  :  Thaddeus  gazed 
at  him  with  a  palsying  uncertainty  in  his  heart ; 
and  laying  his  hand  on  his  bewildered  brain,  he 
answered,  "I  know  not.  I  believe  the  earl  of  Tine- 
mouth.  But  here  is  his  picture."  With  a  tremb- 
ling hand  he  took  the  case  whicli  held  it  out  of  his 
pocket  ;  and,  tearing  open  the  clasps,  he  gave  it  to 
Sir  Robert,  who  had  started  from  his  seat  at  the 
name  of  the  earl.  The  moment  the  baronet's  eyes 
rested  on  the  miniature,  he  threw  it  from  him,  and 
fell  senseless  upon  the  chair. 

Thaddeus,  hardly  more  alive,  sprinkled  some 
water  on  his  face,  and  with  throbbing  temples  and 
a  beating  heart  stood  in  wordless  expectation  over 
him.  Such  excessive  emotion  told  him,  that  some- 
thino;  luore  than  Sir  Robert's    hatred  of  the  Po- 
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landers  had  stimulated  his  late  conduct;  and  too 
earnest  for  an  explanation,  to  ring  for  assistance, 
he  rejoiced  to  see,  by  the  convulsion  of  the 
baronet's  features,  and  the  heaving  of  his  chest, 
that  animation  was  returning.  In  a  few  minutes 
be  opened  his  eyes,  but  when  he  met  the  anxious 
gaze  of  Thaddeus,  he  closed  them  as  suddenly,  and 
rising  from  his  seat,  staggered  against  the  chimney- 
piece,  exclaiming,  "  O  God,  direct  me." 

Thaddeus,  whose  conjectures  were  now  wrought 
almost  to  wildness,  followed  him,,  and  whilst  his 
exhausted  fi^ame  was  ready  to  sink  to  the  earth,  im- 
plored him  to  speak. 

**  O  Sir,"  cried  he,  "  If  you  know  any  thing  about 
my  family  ;  if  you  know  any  thing  about  my  fath- 
er,, in  pity  answer  me  :  Or,  only  tell  me  ;  am  I  so 
wretched  a§  to  be  the  &on  of  lord  Tinemouth  ?" 

The  violence  of  the  count's  emotions,  during 
this  agonizing  petition,  totally  overcame  him  ;  be- 
fore he  finished  speaking,  his  limbs  withdrew  their 
support  ;  and,  sinking  down  on  his  knees,  his  head 
dropped  breathless  against  the  side  of  a  chair  : 
Though  incapable  of  standing,  his  beseeching  and 
eager  eyes  were  yet  rivetted  on  the  baronet's  avert- 
ed face. 

Sir  Robert  turn^ed  hastily  round.  He  saw  him 
sunk,  like  a  beautiful  flower,  bruised  and  trampled 
on,  by  the  v/afiton  foot  of  hiifi  who  had  given  it 
root :  unable  to  make  any  evasive  reply,  to  this 
Tast  appeal  of  virtue  and  of  nature,  he  threw  himself 
with  a  burst  of  tears  upon  his  neck,  and  exclaim- 
ed, "  Wretch  that  I  have  been  !  O,  Sobieski  !  /am 
thy  father.  ITear,  injured  son  of  the  unhappy 
Therese  1" 

The  first  words  which  carried  this  avowal  to  the 
heart   of  Thaddeus  deprived  it  of  motion  ;    and 
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w^hen  Sir  Robert  expected  to  receive  the  returning 
embrace  of  his  son,  he  found  him  senseless  in  hi$ 
arms. 

The  cries  of  the  baronet  brought  Mr.  Middleton^ 
and  the  servants  into  the  room.  When  the  former 
saw  the  state  of  the  count,  and  perceived  the  ago- 
nizing position  of  his  patron,  (who  was  supporting 
and  leaning  over  his  son,)  the  honest  man  declar- 
ed, that  he  expected  nothing  less  from  the  gentle- 
man's disobedience  of  his  orders.  The  presence 
of  the  servants  having  recalled  Sir  Robert's  wan- 
dering faculties,  he  desired  them  to  remove  Thad- 
deus  to  his  chamber.  Then  following  them  in  si- 
lence when  they  had  laid  their  charge  on  the  bed? . 
he  watched,  in  extreme  but  concealed  anxiety,  un- 
til Mr.  Middleton,  by  opening  a  vein,  again  brought 
animation  to  his  patient. 

The  moment  the  count  unclosed  his  eyes,  they 
fixed  themselves  on  his  agitated  father.  He  drew 
tlie  hand  which  held  his,  to  his  lips.  The  tears  of 
paternal  love  again  bathed  the  cheeks  of  Sir  Rob- 
ert ;  he  felt  how  warm  at  his  heart  was  the  affec- 
tion of  his  deserted  son  ;  (and  making  a  sign  for 
Mr.  Middleton  to  leave  the  room,  who  obeyed,) 
be  bent  his  streaming  eyes  upon  the  other  hand  of 
Thaddeus,  and' said,  in  a  faltering  voice,  "  Can  you 
pardon  me  r" 

Thaddeus  threw  himself  on  his  fathei-*s  bosom, 
and  wept  profusely  ;  then  raising  Sir  Robert's 
clasped  hands  in  his,  whilst  his  eloquent  eyes 
seemed  to  search  the  heavens,  he  said,  "  My  dear, 
dear  mother,  loved  you  to  her  latest  hour,  and  I 
have  all  my  mother's  heart  :  whatever  may  have 
been  your  faults,  I  love  my  father." 

Sir  Robert  strained  him  to  his  breast.  After  a 
pause,  whilst  he  shook  the  tears  from  his  silver  eye^ 
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lashes,  he  resumed,  "Certain,  my  dear  son,  that 
you  require  repose,  and  assured  that  you  will  not 
find  it,  until  I  have  offered  some  apology  for  my 
unnatural  conduct,  I  will  now  explain  the  various 
circumstances  which  impelled  my  actions,  and 
drew  distress  upon  that  noble  creature,  your 
mother." 

Sir  Robert  hesitated  a  moment  to  recover  breathj 
and  then  went  on. 

"  Keep  your  situation  ;"  added  he,  putting  down 
Thaddeus,  who  at  this  opening  was  raising  himself; 
"  I  shall  tell  my  melancholy  story  with  less  pain, 
if  your  eyes  be  not  upon  mci  I  will  begin  from 
the  first.'' 

The  baronet  proceeded  to  say,  "  That  very 
early  in  life  he  attached  himself  to  Miss  Beaufort, 
the  only  sister  of  the  late  Admiral  Beaufort,  who 
was  Mary's  father  ;  they  were  then  wards  of  Sir 
Fulke  Somerset.  Mr.  Beaufort  had  been  in  the 
navy  from  a  boy  ;  but  his  sister  remaining  always 
at  the  castle,  an  affection  as  strong  as  it  was  mutu- 
al took  place  between  herself  and  her  cousin  Rob- 
ert. When  the  young  people  applied  to  Sir  Fulke 
for  his  consent  to  their  marriage,  he  refused  it  on 
the  plea  of  their  youth.  In  vain  the  passionate 
Robert  declared  the  reasonableness,  and  ardour  of 
his  affection  ;  his  father  urged  his  being  only  a 
younger  son  ;  and,  indeed  that  he  was  totally  un- 
worthy of  his  ward,  unless  he  would  consent  to 
undergo  the  polish  of  a  three  years'  tour  over  the 
continent.  After  much  altercation,  this  arrange- 
ment was  complied  with  ;  and  Robert  and  Miss 
Beaufort  bade  each  other  a  melancholy  adieu. 
Indignant  at  the  unfeeling  whim  of  Sir  Fulke  ; 
and,  provoked  with  his  elder  brother,  for  second- 
ing his  father's  arguments,  Robert  Somerset  set  off 
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for  Dover  ^  where  he  was  joined  by  the  present 
earl  of  Tinemouth,  (then  Mr.  Stanhope,)  who  was 
banished  the  country  on  a  similar  errand  :  but  his 
was  to  forget  a  mistress  ;  Somerset's  to  deserve 
one.  Stanhope's  mother  and  Robert's  having  been 
sisters,  the  young  m^n  met  as  relations  ;  mutually 
enraged  at  their  fathers,  (their  mothers  having, 
been  long  dead,)  they  determined  to  change  their 
names,  and  to  let  no  one  know  any  thing  about 
them  during  their  travels,  except  the  two  women 
who  they  best  loved.  To  this  end,  as  soon  as  they 
crossed  the  Channel,  and  landed  in  France,  they 
gave  themselves  out  to  be  brothers  ;  which  their 
great  personal  resemblance  corroborated,  and  call- 
ed themselves  Sackville.  This  business  settled,^ 
they  travelled  pretty  amicably  until  they  reached 
Naples  :  Here  Mr.  Stanhope  involved  himself  ia 
a  very  dishonourable  intrigue  with  the  only  daugh- 
ter of  an  old  British  officer,  who  had  retired  to  that 
climate  for  his  health.  Somerset  remonstrated  on- 
the  villany  of  seducing  an  innocent  girl,  when  he 
knew  that  his  heart  and  hand  were  absolutely  de- 
voted to  another  ;  and  Stanhope,  enraged  at  find- 
ing a  censor  in  a  companion,  whom  he  considered 
as  headstrong  as  himself,  ended  the  argument  by 
striking  him.  Somerset  drew  his  sword  ;  and  it 
is  likely  if  the  servants  of  the  hotel  had  not  inter- 
fered, the  affray  would  have  terminated  with  one 
of  their  lives.  Since  that  hour  they  never  met 
again.  Mr.  Stanhope  left  his  shame,  and  his 
bleeding  friepd  ;  and  fearful  of  consequences  fled  to 
Palermo.  Robert  Somerset^  when  recovered  from 
his  Aounds,  (still  retaining  the  name  of  Sackville,) 
took  the  way  to  Florence  ;  in  which  beautiful 
city,  determining  to  stay  some  time,  he  rather 
sought  than  repelled   the  civilities  of  the  inhabi- 
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tants.  Here  he  became  acquainted  with  the  pala- 
tine, and  the  lovely  Therese,  whose  affections  he 
so  completely  won.  Soon  after  this  intimacy 
commenced,  Miss  Beaufort  ceased  to  answer  his 
letters.  Desperate  with  jealousy,  he  was  on  the 
point  of  going  to  England,  when  he  received  a 
packet  from  home.  On  opening  it,  he  found  a  letter 
from  Miss  Beaufort,  in  which  she  informed  him, 
that  having  long  considered  their  attachment,  as  vi 
childish  entanglement,  she  had  tried  to  wean  him 
from  his  former  folly,  by  an  obstinate  silence. 
Having  hardly  a  doubt  that  she  had  succeeded,  she 
now  broke  through  her  resolution,  as  it  was  to 
shew  him  at  once,  the  unreasonableness  of  making- 
such  early  engagements.  Soon  after  his  depar- 
ture, a  journey  up  to  town  taught  her  to  know  her 
own  heart ;  and  in  consequence  she  had  yielded 
her  hand  to  Mr.  Somerset,  his  elder  brother  y 
who  had  always  been  averse  to  her  marriage  with 
Robert.  This  shameless  declaration  concluded 
with  a  long  homily  of  advice  against  similar  fetters, 
and  the  insult  of  subscribing  herself  his  "  affection- 
ate sister,"  &c.  Having  read  the  letter  to  the 
end,  he  forswore  his  family  forever,  and  flying  to 
Therese  Sobieski,  in  a  paroxysm  of  madness  and 
revenge,  married  her.  This  rash  act  perpetrated, 
he  in  vain  sought  for  tranquillity  ;  he  saw  that 
she  idolized  him,  but  his  thoughts  were  always 
fixed  on  his  ungrateful  Mary  ;  were  always  de- 
ploring her  lightness,  and  execrating  the  perfidy  of 
his  brother.  In  this  temper  a  second  packet  found 
him.  Again  he  saw  Miss  Beaufort's  hand-writ= 
ing,  but  he  dropt  it  with  horror  into  the  envelope, 
and  tore  open  the  black  seal  which  was  affixed  to 
a  letter  from  his  father.  Here  Sir  Fulke  confess- 
ed such  a  plan  of  deceit  as  petrified  his  son.     He 
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declared,  that  all  which  had  passed  was  devised  by 
Mr.  Somerset,  in  hopes  of  tempting  him  to  re- 
venge the  affront  which  Mary  had  put  upon  him, 
by  a  hasty  marriage.  The  wretched  old  man,  with 
many  prayers  for  pardon,  acknowledged  that  this 
bitter  confession  was  wrung  from  him  by  the  sud- 
den death  of  his  eldest  son,  who  now  lay  a  corpse 
in  the  house.  The  disconsolate  father  having  re- 
lated the  particulars  of  Mr.  Somerset's  death, 
(which  happened  after  three  days'  illness)  added,  it 
was  in  compliance  with  his  entreaties  to  preserve 
Miss  Beaufort  for  him,  that  he  had  agreed  to  drive 
Robert  from  the  kingdom.  To  further  the 
scheme,  of  making  the  separation  be  forever,  he 
had  intercepted  all  their  mutual  letters  ;  and,  Mr. 
Somerset  himself,  had  forged  that  one  in  Mis& 
Beaufort's  name,  which  carried  the  intelligence  of 
their  union.  By  the  same  means,  a  similar  effect 
was  wrought  upon  the  abusejd  Mary  ;  believing 
Robert  unfaithful,  she  fell  into  a  melancholy,  and 
evinced  a  carelessness  to  exterior  objects,  which 
they  hoped  might  in  time  induce  her,  through 
mere  weakness  of  mind,  to  give  her  hand  to  the 
persecuting  passion  of  Mr.  Somerset.  "  But,'* 
continued  Sir  Fulke,  "  death  has  put  an  end  to 
this  unnatural  rivalry  ;  and  my  poor  girl,  unde- 
ceived in  her  opinion  of  you,  pants  to  see  you,  and 
to  give  you  that  hand,  which  my  ill-fated  son,  and 
your  unhappy  father,  so  unjustly  detained." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  packet,  with  a  soul  divid- 
ed between  love,  humanity,  and  honour,  Robert 
Somerset  sacrificed  all  to  his  passions.  He  adored 
thje  woman  on  whose  account  he  had  left  his  coun- 
try ;  and,  though  every  tie  of  heaven  and  earth 
bound  him  to  his  deceived  and  injured  wife?  h& 
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consigned  her  to  the  full  horrors  of  such  deser- 
tion, and  hastened  to  England. 

"  Shameful  to  relate,'*  added  Sir  Robert,  "  im- 
mediately on  my  landing  I  married  Mary  Beaufort. 
In  her  arms  I  forgot  for  a  while,   Therese  and  her 
agonies.     But  when  my  dear  Pembroke  first  saw 
the  light,  when  I  prest  him  to  my  hearty  it  seemed 
as  if  at  the  same  instant  I  stabbed  it  with  a  dagger. 
When  I  would  have  breathed  a  blessing  over  him, 
the  conviction  struck  me,  that  I  durst  not  ;  that  I 
had  deluded  the  mother  who  gave  him  birth  ;    and 
that  at  some  future  period,  he  might  have   cause 
to  curse  the  author  of  his  existence.     Well,'*  con- 
tinued the  baronet,  wiping  his  forehead,  "  though 
the  birth  of  this  boy  conjured  up  the  image  of  your 
mother,  which  haunted  me  day  and  night,  I   nev- 
er could  summon  courage  to  inquire  respecting 
her  fate.     When  the  troubles  of  Poland  commenc- 
ed, what  a  dreadful  terror  seized  me  !    The   suc- 
cess of  the  Russians,  and  the  consequent  distresses 
of  the   nobility,   overwhelmed  me   with   fear  ;    I 
knew   not,   but   they   might   be    forced,    like    the 
French  noblesse,  to  fly  their  country  ;    and  the 
bare  idea  of  meeting  your  grandfather,  or  the  in- 
jured Therese,  in  England,   precipitated   me  into 
such  a  series  of  apprehensions,  as  menaced  my 
life.     I  became  melancholy  and  ill  ;   I  avoided   the 
sight  of  the  newspapers  ;    and,  as  far  as  I  could, 
(under  the  plea  qf  the  story  which  you  have  heard,) 
I  withheld  my  family  from   speaking  on  a  subject 
which  manifestly  gave  me  pain.     But  I  could   not 
prevent  the  tongues  of  our  visitors  from  discours- 
ing on  a  theme,  which  at  that  period  interested 
every  thinking  mind.     I  heard  of  the  valiant  Kos- 
ciuszko,   the  good  Stanislaus,  and  the  palatine  So- 
bieski  with  his  brave  grandson,  spoken  of  in  the 
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same  breath.  I  durst  not  surmise  who  this  grand* 
son  was  ;  I  durst  not  ask  ;  1  dreaded  to  know. 
At  length,"  added  he,  quickening  his  voice,  "  the 
idol  of  my  heart,  she  for  whom  I  had  perhaps  sac- 
Tificed  my  eternal  peace,  died  in  my  arms  !  I  re- 
ceived the  shock  as  became  a  christian  ;  1  bent  be- 
neath the  blow  with  humiUty  ;  for  I  embraced  it 
as  the  expiation  of  a  crime,  which,  till  then,  even 
in  the  midst  of  my  felicity,  sat  on  my  soul  lik^  the 
hand  of  death.  I  bore  this  trial  with  resignation. 
But,  when  two  years  afterwards,  my  eye  fell,  by 
accident,  upon  the  name  of  Sobieski,  in  one  of  the 
public  papers,  I  could  not  withdraw  it  ;  my  sight 
was  fascinated  as  if  by  a  rattlesnake  ;  and,  in  one 
column  I  read,  how  bravely  the  palatine  fell  ;  and, 
in  the  next,  the  dreadful  fate  of  his  daughter.  She 
was  revenged  1"  cried  Sir  Robert,  eagerly  grasp- 
ing the  hand  of  Thaddeus,  who  could  not  restrain 
the  groan  which  burst  from  his  breast.  "  I  was 
deprived  of  that  reason  which  had  abused  her  noble 
nature,  for  near  thr^e  months  afterwards.  When 
I  recovered  my  senses,*'  continued  he,  after  a 
pause,  "  and  found  that  I  had  so  fatally  suffered 
the  time  of  restitution  to  go  by,  I  began  to  torment 
myself,  that  I  had  not,  on  the  death  of  lady  Som- 
erset, hastened  to  Poland, and. entreated  Therese's 
pardon  on  my  knees.  This  period  of  vivid  re- 
morse was  soon  terminated,  by  the  same  argu- 
ments, which,  on  the  first  year  of  my  wife's  loss, 
det-erred  me  from  being  just.  I  reconsidered,  that 
the  countess  Sobieski  having  possessed  a  prior 
claim  to  my  name,  such  restitution  on  my  part, 
must,  in  consequence,  have  illegitimized  my  dar- 
ling Pembroke.  It  was  this  horrid  conviction,'* 
exclaimed  Sir  Robert,  a  sudden  distraction  agitat- 
ing his  before  affectionate   eye,   "  that  caused  all 
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my  cruelty  to  you.     When  my  dear  son  described 
the   danger   from   which    you  had   rescued   him  ; 
when  he  told  me,  that  Therese   had  fostered  him 
with  a  mother's  tenderness  ;  I  was  probed   to  the 
heart  :  but  when  he  added,  that  the  young  count 
Sobieski  was  now  an  alien  from  his  country,   and 
relying  on  my   friendship  for  a  home,   my  terror 
was  too  truly  manifested.     Horror  drove  all  natur- 
al remorse  from  my  soul.     I  thought  an  avenging 
power  had  sent  my  deserted  child  to  discover  his 
father,  to  claim  his  rights,  and  to  publish  me  as  a 
villain  :  and  when  I  saw  my  innocent  son,  even  on 
his  knees,  petitioning  for  the  man,    who  I  believed 
was  come  to  undo  him,  I  became  almost   frantic. 
Under  this  temper,"  added  he,  putting  the  trem- 
bling hand  of  Thaddeus  to  his  streaming  eyes,  "  I 
drove  out  my  iirst  born,  to  be  a  guiltless  wanderer 
on  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  not  for  his  own  crimes, 
but  for  those  of  his  father  :  and  Heaven  punished 
my  injustice.     When  I  thought  that  the  evidence 
of  my  shame  was  divided  from  me  by  an  insuper- 
able  barrier  ;    when    I  believed   that   the     ocean 
would  soon  separate  me  from  all  my  fears,  a  righ- 
teous Providence  brought  thee  before  me,  forlorn 
and  expiring.     It  was  the  son  of  Therese  Sobieski, 
that  I  had  exposed  to  such  wretchedness  !  It  was 
the  darling  of  her  heart,   that  I  had  consigned  to 
the  beating  elements  1    O,   Thaddeus,"  cried  he, 
"  can  I  be  forgiven  for  all  this  ?" 

Thaddeus  lulled  the  wakeful  remorse  of  his  ven- 
erable father,  with  such  kind  arguments  of  excuse 
for  his  conduct,  as  at  least  imparted  to  him  a  con-* 
soling  assurance  in  the  generous  affection  of  his 
son. 
Vol.  II.  Y 
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When  this  long  and  interesting  conversation 
terminated,  Sir  Robert,  well  remembering  the  vio- 
lent effects  of  Mr.  Somerset's  grief,  at  Sobieski's 
flight  and  declared  abjuration  of  England,  pardon- 
ed his  son  the  outrageous  reproaches,  which  had 
driven  him  from  his  own  house  ;  and  very  joyful- 
ly dispatched  a  messenger  to  desire  his  presence 
at  Deerhurst. 
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CHAP.  XVIII. 


That  sickness,  which  is  the  consequence  of 
cental  pain,  usually  vanishes  with  its  cause.  Long 
before  the  evening  of  the  ensuing  day,  Thaddeus^ 
quitted  hi  s  chamber,  and  related  to  his  father  th 
rapid  incidents  of  his  brief  and  ^€ventful  career! 
The  voice  of  fame  had  blazoned  him  abroad,  as  ^the 
filume  of  war^  with  early  laurels  croivned  ;'  but  it 
was  left  to  his^own  eloquent  tongue,  to  prove,  with 
all  the  pathoa  of  modesty  and  feeling,  that  the 
most  desperate  conflicts  are  not  those  which  we 
sustain  in  the  field. 

Sir  Robert  listened  to  him  with  affection,  ad- 
miration, and  delight.  He  was  answering  the  in- 
teresting detail,  with  many  grateful  apostrophes 
to  that  providence,  which  had  crowned  his  old  age 
with  pardon  and  peace,  when  the  servant  opened 
the  door,  and  announced,  that  Mr.  Soinerset  was  in 
the  library. 

Thaddeus  instantly  rose  ;  but  Sir  Robert  put 
him  down  again.  *'  Remain  here,  my  dear  son,'* 
said  he,  "  until  I  apprise  your  brother  how  nearly 
yo\x  are  related  to  him.  That  door  leads  into  my 
study  ;  I  will  call  you  when  he  is  prepared.*' 

The  moment  Sir  Robert  joined  Pembroke,  he 
read  in  his  pale  and  harassed  countenance,  how 
much  he  required  the  intelligence  which  he  came 
to  communicate.  Mr.  Somerset  bowed  coldly  on 
his  fathers  entrance,  and  begged  to  be  honoured 
with  his  commands. 

*'  They  are,  what  I  expect  will  restore  to  you, 
^our  usual  looks  and  manner,  my  dear  boy/"  au 
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swered  his  father,   taking  his  passive   hand,  and 
seating  him  by  him  ;  "  so  attend  to  me." 

Pembroke  listened  to  the  beginning  of  the  baro- 
net's narrative  with  respectful  attention  ;  but  when 
the  name  of  Therese  Sobieski  was  mentioned  as 
the  woman  whom  he  had  married  and  deserted  ; 
the  ready  apprehension  of  his  son  conceiving  the 
rest,  he  had  only  to  affirm  his  eager  demand,  that 
rhaddeus  was  indeed  his  brother.  Pembroke 
Jookcd  wildly  around  him. 

"  O,  my  father  !"  cried  he,  ^'  what  have  you 
clone  ?  Where  is  he  ?  For  what  have  you  sacri^ 
fsCed  him  ?'* 

^'  Hear  me  to  an  end,"  rejoined  the  baronet, 
v/ho  then,  in  as  few  words  as  possible,  repeated 
the  consequent  events,  with  the  recent  meeting. 

Pembroke's  raptures  were  now  as  high  as  his 
despair  had  been  deep.  He  threw  himself  on  his 
father's  breast  ;  he  asked  for  his  friend,  his  brothr 
cr  ;  and  begged  to  be  conducted  to  him.  Sir 
Robert  did  no  more  than  open  the  door,  which  di- 
vided the  library  from  the  dining-room,  and  in  one 
moment  the  brothers  wei^e  locked  in  each  other's 
arms. 

Their  father,  with  a  speechless  tongue,  but  an- 
eloquent  heart,  stood  over  them  with  uplifted 
tiands,  invoking  the  spirits  of  their  beatified  moth- 
ers, to  behold  this  heavenly  scene. 

The  transports  of  the  young  men  for  a  long  time 
denied  them  words,  but  their  eyes,  their  tears,  and 
their  united  hands,  imparted  to  each  breast  a 
consciousness  of  mutual  love,  unutterable,  if  not  to 
be  expressed  by  those  looks,  which  are  indeed  the 
true  heralds  of  the  soul. 

Sir  Robert  wept  like  an  infant  whilst  con- 
templating these  two  affectionate  brothers  ;    in  a 
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filtering  voice  he  exclaimed,  "  How  soon  may 
these  plighted  hands  be  separated  by  the  harpies  of 
the  law  !  Alas,  Pembroke,  you  cannot  be  ignorant 
that  I  buy  this  son  at  the  price  of  your  legitimacy  1" 

At  this  speech,  the  blood  rushed  over  the  cheek 
of  the  ingenuous  Pembroke  ;  butThaddeus  turnin 
instantly  to  Sir  Robert,  said,  with  a  smile, 

"  On  this  head,  I  trust  that  neither  my  fath 
nor  my  brother  will  entertain  one  thought 
trouble  them.  Had  I  even  the  inclination  to' 
otherwise  than  right,  my  revered  grandfather  has 
put  it  out  of  my  power  to  bear  any  other  name  than 
that  of  Sobieski.  He  made  me  swear  never  to 
change  it  ;  and,  as  I  hope  to  meet  him  hereafter," 
added  he,  with  solemnity,  "  I  will  obey  him  ! 
Therefore,  my  beloved  father,  in  secret  only  can  I 
enjoy  the  conviction  that  I  am  your  son,  and  Pem- 
broke's brother  :  yet,  the  happiness  I  receive  with 
the  knowledge  of  being  so,  will  ever  live  here  ;  will 
ever  animate  my  heart  with  gratitude  to  Heaven 
and  you." 

"  Noble  son  of  the  sainted  Therese  !"  cried  Sir 
Robert,  "  I  do  not  deserve  thee." 

'*  How  shall  I  merit  your  care  of  my  honour  ! 
of  my  dearest  feelings?"  exclaimed  Pembroke, 
pressing  the  hands  of  his  brother  to  his  heart,  "I 
can  do  nothing,  dearest  Thaddeus.  I  am  a  bank- 
rupt in  the  means  of  evincing  what  is  passing  in 
my  soul.  My  mother's  chaste  spirit  thanks  you 
from  my  lips  ;  yet  I  will  not  abuse  your  generosi- 
ty ;  though  I  retain  the  name  of  Somerset,  it 
shall  only  be  the  name  ;  the  inheritance  entailed 
on  my  father's  eldest  son  belongs  to  you." 

Whilst  Thaddeus  embraced  his  brother  with 
affection,  he  calmly   and  firmly   replied,  that  he 


7   • 

(cek 

ling^J^ 

iheJ^^ 


^t)-  THABDEUS     OF     WARSAW. 

would  rather  encounter  all  the  probable  miseriesy 
from  which  his  father's  benevolence  had  saved 
him,  than  rob  his  brother  of  any  part  of  what  he 
believed  to  be  justly  his  due. 

Sir  Robert,  with  hatred  of  himself,  and  admira- 
tion of  his  sons,  attempted  to  stop  this  generous 
contention,  by  saying,  that  should  be  determined 
by  an  equal  division  of  his  estates. 

"  Not  so,  my  dear  father,"  replied  Thaddeus  ; 
*'  I  will  never  consent  that  the  title  of  Somerset 
shall  want  wealth  to  support  the  munificence  of  its 
possessor." 

After  a  few  more  arguments,  of  the  same  ten- 
dency, the  controversy  was  settled  ;  and  the  re- 
TJiainder  of  the  evening  passed  in  that  sweet  reci- 
procity of  confidence  and  bliss,  which  the  imagina- 
tion can  best  picture. 

According  to  the  decisions  of  this  night,  Sir 
Robert  wrote  next  morning  to  his  sister,  informing 
jier  that  accident  had  introduced  Pembroke's  friend, 
the  count  Sobieski,  to  his  presence  ;  when,  to  his 
jimazement  and  joy,  he  discovered,  that  this  cele- 
brated young  hero,  though  of  a  nation  to  which  he 
had  declared  an  abhorrence,  was  the  only  remain- 
ing branch  of  a  family  to  which  he  owed  unnum- 
bered obligations.  He  added,  that  five-and-twenty 
years  ago,  having  contracted  an  immense  debt  with 
the  palatine  of  lasovia, — as  a  small  compensation, 
he  now  signed  over  to  the  count,  (who  would  re- 
sume all  the  distinctions  of  his  rank)  the  house 
and  estates  of  Deerhurst,  to  the  amount  of  three 
thousand  a  year.  He  told  her,  that  Pembroke  did 
T]Ot  deem  such  subtraction  from  the  rent-roll  of 
Somerset  any  loss  ;  for  twelve  thousand  annually 
would  yet  remain  ;  and  could  his  wishes  have  been 
complied  withj  he  would  have  divided   his  whole 
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patrimony  with  his  friend.  He  closed  his  letter, 
with  many  expressions  of  impatience,  to  present 
to  his  sister  and  niece,  their  interesting  emigre  un- 
der a  character  which  reflected  honour  on  their 
discernment. 

This  epistle  was  put  into  the  hands  of  Mrs,  Dor 
othy,  by  a  courier,  as  she  was  following  Miss  Beau 
fort  and  lady  Albina  Stanhope  into  the  travellin; 
coach.  Mrs.  Dorothy  having  seated  herself,  read 
it  aloud  to  both  the  young  ladies  ;  at  every  welcome 
word,  the  heart  of  the  amazed  and  overjoyed  Mary 
throbbed  with  exultation,  hope,  and  gratitude. 
The  good  old  lady  was  not  backward  in  demonstrat- 
ing astonishment.  Surprised  at  her  brother's  ren- 
contre with  Thaddeus,  but  more  at  his  avowal  of 
obligations  to  any  of  that  nation,  about  which  he 
always  had  asserted  directly  the  reverse,  she  was 
so  wrapped  in  wonder  and  pleasure,  that  her  ever 
cheerful  tongue  lightened  her  happy  heart,  by  re- 
lating to  the  attentive  lady  Albina,  the  public,  as 
well  as  private  history,  of  the  count  Sobieski. 

When  the  carriage  arrived  at  Deerhurst,  it  was 
past  midnight ;  and,  to  the  no  small  disappoint- 
ment of  the  ladies,  the  family  were  retired  to  bed. 
Mrs.  Dorothy,  who  would  not  suffer  her  brother 
to  be  disturbed,  sent  the  girls  to  their  rooms  ;  and 
was  crossing  one  of  the  galleries  to  her  own  apart- 
ment, when  a  door  opening,  Pembroke,  in  his 
night-gown  and  slippers,  looked  out.  Having 
heard  a  bustle  in  the  house,  he  was  going  to  inquire 
the  reason,  just  as  his  aunt  appeared.  She  kissed 
him,  bade  him  good  night,  told  him  to  prepare  for 
something  pleasing  in  the  morning  ;  and,  smiling, 
hurried  to  her  chamber. 

Pembroke  thought  so  little  of  Mrs.  Dorothy's 
lively  promise,  that  he  was  almost  the  last  who  de- 
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scended  to  the  breakfast-parlour.  Mrs.  Dorothys* 
reproached  him  for  his  undutiful  laziness ;  while 
Miss  Beaufort,  with  a  glowing  cheek,  embraced 
her  cousin,  who  whispered,  "  Now  I  shall  see  the 
two  dearest  friends  I  possess  happy  in  each  other." 

Mary's  vivid  blush  had  not  subsided,  when  the 
sudden  entrance  of  Thaddeus,  and  his  agitated  bow, 
overspread  her  face  and  neck  with  crimson.  A 
dimness  obscured  her  faculties  ;  she  hardly  heard 
the  animated  words  of  Sir  Robert,  whilst  he  pre- 
sented him  as  the  count  Sobieski,  the  darling  son 
of  one  who  had  deserved  the  highest  place  in  his 
heart.  Whatever  he  was,  she  was  conscious  that 
he  was  lord  of  hers  ;  and  withdrawing  Iier  hand 
hastily  from  the  timid  and  thrilling  touch  of  him. 
she  would  have  lingered  near  forever,  she  glided 
back  towards  an  open  casement,  where  the  fresh 
air  helped  to  dispel  the  faintness  which  seized  her. 

After  Mrs.  Dorothy,  with  all  the  urbanity  of  her 
nature,  had  declared  her  welcomes  to  the  county 
she  put  away  the  cofeee  that  was  handed  to  her  by 
Pembroke,  and  said  with  a  smile,  "  Before  I  taste 
my  breakfast,  I  must  inform  you,  Sir  Robert,  that 
you  have  a  guest  in  this  house  whom  you  little  ex- 
pect. I  forbade  Miss  Beaufort  saying  a  word,  be- 
cause, as  we  are  told  that  '  the  first  tellers  ofunwel' 
come  news  have  but  a  losing  office  /  vice  versa^  I 
hoped  for  a  gaining  one  ;  therefore  detained  such 
a  pleasing  piece  of  intelligence  for  my  own  pro- 
mulgation. Indeed,  I  doubt,  whether  it  will  not. 
intoxicate  some  folks  here  !"-— added  she,  glancing 
archly  on  Pembroke,  who  looked  suddenly  round 
at  this  whimsical  declaration  :  "  sufBce  it  to  say, 
that  yesterday  morning,  lady  Albina  Stanhope, 
more  dead  than  alive,  accompanied  by  her  maid, 
arrived  in  a  post-chaise  at  Somerset-Castle,  and 
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implored  my  protection.  Our  dear  Mary  embrac- 
ed the  poor  weeping  young  creature,  who,  amidst 
many  tears,  recapitulated  the  injuries  which  she 
had  suffered,  since  she  parted  with  the  count  Sobi- 
eski  at  the  Abbey.  The  latest  outrage  of  her  cru 
el  father  was  his  immediate  marriage  with  the  vile 
lady  Sophia  Lovel,  and  his  commands,  that  lady 
Albina  would  treat  her  as  became  a  daughter.  II 
as  her  ladyship  was,  when  she  received  these  dis- 
graceful orders,  she  determined  to  escape  theijo^lf 
and  the  degradation  they  would  otherwise  cast  on 
the  memory  of  her  own  mother,  by  instantly  quit- 
ting the  house.  To  this  end  she  engaged  her  maid 
to  assist  her  flight ;  '  and^  added  she,  '  Whither 
could  J  go  ?  Who  would  receive  the  unfortunate  viC' 
tim  of  the  profligate  lady  Sophia  ?  I  could  think  of 
none  so  likely  as  the  father  of  the  generous  Mr*  Som- 
erset. He  told  me  we  were  relations  ;  I  beseech  yoik 
to  be  my  friends  J*  Certain  of  your  benevolence, 
my  dear  brother,*'  continued  Mrs.  Dorothy,  "  I 
stopped  this  sweet  girl's  petition,  with  my  caresses, 
and  promised  her  a  kinder  father  in  Sir  Robert 
Somerset." 

"  You  did  right,  Dorothy,"  returned  the  baro- 
net ;  "  though  the  earl  and  I  must  ever  be  stran- 
gers, I  have  no  enmity  against  his  children. 
Where  is  this  amiable  lady  Albina  ?*' 

Mrs.  Dorothy  informed  him,  that  in  conse° 
quence  of  her  recent  grief  and  ill-treatment,  her 
ladyship  found  herself  too  unwell  to  rise  with  the 
family  ;  but  that  she  hoped  to  join  them  at  noon. 

Pembroke  was,  indeed,  deeply  interested  in  this 
intelligence.  The  simple  graces  of  the  lovely 
Albina,  on  the  first  interview,  had  penetrated  his 
heart.  Her  sufferings  at  Harrowby,  and  the  sensi- 
bility which  her  ingenuous  nature  exhibited,  with^ 
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out  affectation  or  disguise,  had  left  her  image  in  his 
soul,  long  after  she  disappeared.  He  now  gave 
the  reins  to  his  eager  imagination,  and  was  the 
first  in  the  saloon  to  greet  his  lovely  mistress. 

Sir  Robert  Somerset  welcomed  her  with  the 
warmth  of  a  parent  :  but  his  animated  and  enrap- 
tured son  broke  out  into  the  most  vehement  ex- 
pressions of  joy,  which  she  received  with  timid 
and  grateful  bows. 

During  this  scene.  Miss  Beaufort,  no  longer 
e  to  bear  the  restraint  of  company,  nor  even  the 
fcidental  glances  of  Sobieski,  (whose  presence, 
ear  as  it  was,  disconcerted  and  oppressed  her,) 
vvalked  out  into  the  park.  Though  it  was  the 
month  of  October,  the  weather  continued  fine.  A. 
bright  sun  tempered  the  air,  and  gilded  the  yellow 
leaves,  which  the  fresh  wind  drove  before  her  in  a 
thousand  glittering  eddies.  This  was  Mary's  fa- 
vourite season.  She  found  its  soilness  diffuse  the 
tenderest  melancholy  through  her  soul.  The  rug- 
ged form  of  care  seems  to  dissolve  under  the  mag- 
ic touch  of  beautiful  nature.  Forgetful  of  the 
world's  anxieties,  the  tranquillizing  spirit  of  medi- 
t«ation  shades  the  heart  of  sorrow  with  a  veil,  which 
might  well  be  called  the  twilight  of  the  mind  ;  and 
the  entranced  soul,  happy  in  delusion,  half  closes 
its  bright  eye,  reluctant  to  perceive  that  such  sweet 
repose  rests  in  error. 

Such  were  the  reflections  of  Miss  Beaufort, 
after  her  disturbed  thoughts  had  tossed  thenaselves 
in  a  sea  of  doubts,  relative  to  the  interest  which 
she  might  probably  possess  in  the  heart  of  Sobies«*. 
ki.  Wearied  out  with  suspense,  she  resolved  to 
resign  her  future  fate  to  Providence  ;  and,  turning 
her  gaze  on^  the  lovely  objects  around,  soon  found 
the  g^enius  of  the  season  absorb  her  wholly*     Her 
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cheeks  glowed,  her  eyes  became  humid,  and  cast- 
ing their  mild  radiance  on  the  fading  flowers  be- 
neath, she  pursued  her  way  through  a  cloud  of 
fragrance.  It  was  the  last  breath  of  the  expiring 
year.  Love  is  full  of  imagination.  Mary  easily 
glided  from  the  earth's  departing  charms  to  her 
own  waning  beauty  :  the  chord  once  touched, 
every  note  revibrated  :  and  hope  and  fear,  joy  and 
regret,  again  dispossessed  her  late  acquired  se- 
renity. 

It  being  almost  three  o'clock,  lady  Albina  hav*- 
ing  expressed  a  wish  to  walk  out  in  search  of  Miss 
Beaufort, the  two  brothers  offered  their  attendance. 
Before  her  ladyship  had  passed  through  the  first 
park,  she  complained  of  fatigue  1  Pembroke,  alarm- 
ed, urged  her  to  enter  a  shepherd's  hut,  close  by, 
whilst  the  count  Sobieski  would  proceed  alone  in 
quest  of  his  cousin. 

Thaddeus,  with  a  beating  heart,  undertook  this 
commission  ;  and  bounding  over  the  rustic  bridge, 
wjiich  crosses  th«  Witham,  hastened  along  the 
nearest  dell.  With  the  lightness  of  a  young  hunt- 
er, he  mounted  the  heights,  descended  to  the  val- 
lies,  traversed  one  woody  nook,  and  then  another, 
but  could  see  no  trace  of  Miss  Beaufort.  Induced 
to  suppose  that  she  had  returned  to  the  house,  he 
was  slackening  his  pace,  to  abandon  the  search, 
when  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  figure,  as  she 
turned  the  corner  of  a  thicket  leading  to  the  ter- 
race above.  In  an  instant  he  was  at  her  side  ; 
and  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  a  glowing;  cheek, 
he  repeated  his  errand. 

Mary  blushed,  faltered,  and  was  alarmed  at 
finding  herself  alone  with  Thaddeus.  Though  he 
now  stood  before  her  in  a  quality,  which  she  ever 
believed  was  his   right,  yet  remembrance  of  what 
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had  passed  between  them,  when  in  other  circura 
stances,  confounded  and  overwhelmed  her.  When 
Constantine  was  poor  and  unfriended,  it  was  de- 
licious to  pity  and  to  love  him.  When  the  same 
Constantine  appeared  as  a  man  of  rank,  invested 
with  a  splendid  fortune,  and  extensive  fame,  she 
was  lost,  annihilated.  The  cloud  which  had  ob- 
scured, not  extinguished  his  glory,  was  dispersed. 
He  was  that  Sobieski  whom  she  had  admired  un- 
seen ;  he  was  that  Constantine  whom  she  had  lov- 

i-ed  unknown  ;  he  was  that  Sobieski,  that  Constan- 

^^ine,  who,  seen  and  known,  she  now  adored. 

Weighed  down  by  the  weight  of  these  reflec- 
tions, she  only  bowed  to  what  he  said  ;  and  gath- 
ering her  cloak  from  the  winds,  which  blew  it 
around  her,  was  hurrying,  with  downward  eyes, 
to  the  stairs  of  the  terrace,  when  her  foot  slipping, 
she  must  have  fallen,  had  not  Thaddeus  caught 
her  on  his  arm.  She  rose  from  it  with  a  face 
blushing  like  scarlet  ;  and  that  colour  did  not  re- 
cede, when  she  found  that  he  had  not  relinquished 
her  hand.  Her  heart  beat  violently,  her  head  be- 
came giddy,  her  feet  trembled  ;  and  finding  that, 
after  a  slight  motion  of  her  arm  he  still  held  it 
fast,  nearly  overcome  by  inexplicable  distress,  she 
turned  away  her  face  to  conceal  its  confusion. 

Thaddeus  saw  all  this,  and,  with  a  fluttering 
hope,  instead  of  surrendering  the  hand  he  had  re- 
tained, he  made  it  a  yet  closer  prisoner,  by  grasp- 
ing it  in  both  his  ;  and,  pressing  it  earnestly  to 
his  breast,  said,  in  a  hurried  voice,  whilst  his  elo- 
quent eyes  poured  all  their  beams  upon  her  avert- 
ed cheek,  "  Surely,  Miss  Beaufort  will  not  deny 

r  me  the  dearest  happiness  I  possess  ?— the    privi-' 

[  lege  of  being  grateful  to  her." 
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He  paused  :  his  soul  was  too  full  for  utterance  ; 
and  raising  Mary's  hand  from  his  heart  to  his  lips, 
he  kissed  it  fervently.  Almost  fainting,  Miss 
Beaufort  leaned  her  head,  which  she  was  now  una- 
ble to  support,  against  a  tree  of  the  thicket  where 
they  were  standing,  and  waved  her  other  hand,  in 
sign  for  him  to  leave  her. 

Such  extraordinary  agitation  palsied  the  warm 
and  blissful  emotions  of  the  count.  Dreading  that 
he  had  offended  her,  that  she  might  suppose  he 
presumed  on  her  kindness,  he  stood  for  a  moment, 
in  silent  astonishment  ;  then,  dropping  on  his 
knee,  (hardly  conscious  of  doing  so,)  with  an  en-? 
ergy  of  action  and  voice  declarative  of  all  the  im- 
petuous passion,  which  he  had  so  long  smothered 
in  his  heart,  he  implored  her  pardon  for  what  had 
passed. 

"  Forgive  me,"  added  he,  with  increased  earn- 
estness ;  "  forgive  me,  in  justice  to  your  own  vir- 
tues. I  meant  only  to  thank  you  for  your  good- 
ness to  an  unfortunate  exile  ;  but  if  my  words  or 
jnanner  have  obeyed  the  more  fervid  impulse  of 
my  soul,  and  declared  aloud,  what  is  its  glory  in 
secret,  blame  my  nature,  most  respected  Miss 
Beaufort,  not  my  presumption.  I  have  not  dared 
to  look  steadily  on  any  aim,  higher  than  your  es- 
teem." 

Mary  knew  not  how  to  receive  this  address. 
The  position  in  which  he  uttered  it,  his  counte- 
nance, when  she  turned  to  answer  him,  were  both 
demonstrative  of  something  less  equivocal  than 
his  speech.  He  was  still  grasping  the  drapery  of 
her  cloak  :  and  his  eyes,  from  which  the  wind  blew 
back  his  fine  hair,  were  beaming  upon  her,  full  of 
Vol.  II.  7. 
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that  piercing  tenderness,  which  at  once  dissolves 
and  seizes  the  souL 

She  passed  her  hand  over  her  "eyes.  Her  soul 
was  in  tumults.  She  too  fondly  wished  to  believe 
that  he  loved  her,  to  trust  the  evidence  of  what 
she  saw.  His  words  were  ambiguous,  and  that 
was  sufficient  to  fill  her  with  uncertainty.  Jealous 
of  that  delicacy,  which  is  the  parent  of  the  purest 
love,  and  its  best  preserver,  she  assumed  a  cold- 
ness, which  was  foreign  to  her  heart,  and  whilst 
her  concealed  face  streamed  with  tears,  conjured 
him  to  rise.  Instinctively  she  held  out  her  hand 
to  assist  him.  He  obeyed  :  and  hardly  conscious^ 
of  what  she  said,  she  continued  : 

"  You  have  done  nothing,  my  lord,  to  offend  me. 
1  was  fearful  of  my  own  conduct — that  you  might 
have  supposed — I  mean,  unfortunate  appearances 
might  lead  you  to  imagine,  that  I  was  influenced — 
was  so  forgetful  of  myself '' 

"  Cease,  madam  !  Cease,  for  pity's  sake  1*'  cri- 
ed Thaddeus,  starting  back,  and  dropping  her  hand. 
Every  emotion  which  faltered  on  her  tongue  had 
met  an  answering  pang  in  his  breast. 

Fearing  that  he  had  set  his  heart  on  the  pos- 
session of  a  treasure  totally  out  of  his  reach,  he 
knew  not  how  high  had  been  his  hope,  until  he 
felt  the  depth  of  his  disappointment.  Taking  up 
his  hat,  which  lay  on  the  grass,  with  a  counte- 
nance, from  which  every  y^leam  of  joy  was  banish- 
ed, he  bowed  respectfully,  and,  in  a  lowered  tone, 
continued — "  the  dependent  situation  in  which  I 
appeared  at  lady  Dundas's,  being  ever  before  my^ 
eyes,  I  was  not  so  absurd  as  to  suppose,  that  any 
lady  could  then  notice  me  from  any  other  senti- 
ment than  humanity.  That  I  excited  this  human- 
ity, where  alone  I  was  proiid  to  awaken  it,  was,  in 
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those  hours  of  dejection,  my  sole  comfort.  It  con- 
soled me  for  the  friends  I  had  lost  :  It  repaid  me 
for  the  honours  which  were  no  more.  But  that  is 
past  !  Seeing  no  farther  cause  for  compassion,  you 
deem  the  delusion  no  longer  necessary.  Since 
you  will  not  allow  me  an  individual  distinction  in 
having  attracted  your  benevolence,  though  I  am  to 
ascribe  it  all  to  a  charity  as  diffused  as  effective, 
yet,  I  must  ever  acknowledge  with  the  deepest  grat- 
itude, that  I  owe  my  present  home  and  happiness 
to  Miss  Beaufort.  Farther  than  this,  I  shall  not — 
I  dare  not  presume." 

These  words  shifted  all  th^  count*s  anguish  to 
Mary's  breast.  She  perceived  the  offended  deli- 
cacy which  actuated  every  syllable  as  they  fell  ; 
and  fearful  of  having  lost  every  thing,  by  her  cold 
and  haughty  reply,  she  opened  her  lips  to  say 
something,  which  might  better  explain  what  she 
meant  ;  but  her  heart  failing  her,  she  closed  tliem 
again,  and  continued  to  walk  in  silence  by  his  side. 
Having  allowed  the  opportunity  to  escape,  she  be- 
lieved that  all  hopes  of  exculpation  were  at  an 
end  ;  and,  not  daring  to  look  up,  she  cast  a  despair- 
ing glance  at  Sobieski's  graceful  figure  as  he 
walked  near  her.  His  arms  were  folded,  his  hat 
pulled  over  his  forehead,  and  his  long  dark  eye- 
lashes shading  his  downward  eyes  imparted  a  de- 
jection to  his  whole  air,  which  wrapped  her  weep- 
ing heart  round  and  round  with  regretful  pangs. 
"  Ah  I"  thought  she,  "  though  the  offspring  of 
but  one  moment,  they  will  prey  on  my  peace  for- 
ever.*' 

At  the  turning  of  a  little  wooded  knoll,  this  si- 
lent and  pensive  pair  heard  the  sound  of  some  one 
on  the  other  side  walking  fastly  through  the  heaps 
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of  dried  leaves.  In  a  minute  after,  Sir  Robert 
Somerset  approached  them. 

Whilst  his  father  advanced  smiling  towards 
him,  Thaddeus  attempted  to  dispel  the  gloom  of 
his  countenance  ;  but  not  succeeding,  he  bowed 
abruptly  to  the  agitated  Mary  ;  and  hastily  said, 
^^  I  will  leave  Miss  Beaufort  in  your  protection, 
Sir  ;  and  go  myself  and  see  whether  or  not  lady 
/llbina  be  recovered  from  her  fatigue." 

"  I  thought  to  find  you  all  together,"  returned 
Sir  Robert  ;  "  Where  is  her  ladyship  ?" 

*^  I  left  her  with  Pembroke  in  a  hut  by  the  riv- 
er," said  Thaddeus,  and  bowing  again,  he  hurri- 
ed away,  whilst  his  father  called  after  him  to  re- 
turn in  a  few  minutes,  and  accompany  him  in  a 
walk. 

This  immediate  desertion  of  Sobieski,  when  he 
had  come  expressly  to  attend  her  to  lady  Albina, 
TiCariy  overwhelmed  Miss  Beaufort's  before  ex- 
hausted spirits  :  hardly  knowing  whether  to  re- 
main or  to  retreat,  she  was  attempting  the  latter, 
when  her  uncle  caught  her  by  the  arm. 

'^  Stay  ;"  cried  he,  "  why  Mary,  you  surely 
would  not  leave  me  alone  ?" 

Miss  Beaufort's  tears  had  gushed  over  her  eyes, 
the  moment  her  back  was  turned  ;  and  as  Sir  Rob- 
ert drew  her  towards  him,  to  his  extreme  amaze- 
ment he  saw  that  she  was  weeping.  At  a  sight  so 
unexpected,  the  smile  of  hilarity  left  his  lips.  Put- 
ting his  arm  tenderly  round  her  waist,  (for  now 
that  her  distress  had  discovered  itself,  her  agita- 
tion became  so  great  that  she  could  hardly  stand,) 
he  inquired  in  an  affectionate  voice,  what  afflicted 
her  ? 

She  answered  by  sobs  only  ;  until  finding  it 
impossible  to  break  away  from  her  uncle's  arms* 
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she  hid  her  face  in  his  bosom,  and  gave  a  loose  to 
the  full  tide  of  her  tears. 

Sir  Robert,  recollecting  the  strange  haste  in 
which  Thaddeus  hurried  from  them  ;  and  remem- 
bering Miss  Beaufort's  generosity  to  him  in  town, 
followed  by  her  succeeding  melancholy,  at  once 
united  these  circumstances  with  her  present  con- 
fusion ;  and  conceiving  an  instantaneous  suspicion 
of  the  reality,  pressed  her  with  redoubled  affection 
to  his  bosom. 

"  I  fear,  my  dearest  girl,"  said  he,  *'  that  some- 
thing disagreeable  has  happened  between  you  and 
the  count  Sobieski  ?  Perhaps  he  has  offended  you  ? 
Perhaps  he  has  found  my  sweet  Mary  too  amiable?" 

Miss  Beaufort,  alarmed  at  this  supposition,  after 
a  short  struggle,  answered,  "  O  no,  Sir  !  it  is  I  who 
have  offended  him.  He  thinks  that  I  pride  my- 
self on  the  insignificant  services  which  I  rendered 
to  him  in  London." 

This  reply  convinced  the  baronet  that  he  had  not 
been  premature  in  his  judgment :  and,  with  a  new 
born  delight  springing  in  his  soul,  he  inquired  why 
she  thought  so  ?  Had  she  given  him  any  reason 
to  believe  so  ? 

Mary  trembled  at  saying  more.  Dreading  that 
every  word  she  might  utter  would  betray  how 
highly  she  prized  the  count's  esteem  ;  she  falter- 
ed, hesitated,  stopped.  Sir  Robert  put  the  question 
a  second  time  in  different  terms. 

"  My  loved  Mary,"  said  he,  seating  her  by  him 
on  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  which  had  been  newly  fell- 
ed, "  I  am  sincerely  anxious  that  you  and  this 
young  nobleman  should  regard  each  other  as 
friends  :  he  is  very  dear  to  me  ;  and  you  cannot 
doubt;  my  sweet  girl,  my  affection  for  yourself 
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Tell  me,  therefore,  the  cause  of  this  little  misun-- 
derstanding." 

Miss  Beaufort  took  courage  at  the  kindness  of 
this  speech.  Drying  her  glowing  eyes,  though 
still  concealing  them  with  a  handkerchief,  she  re- 
plied in  a  firmer  voice,  "  I  believe.  Sir,  the  fault 
lies  totally  on  my  side.  The  count  Sobieski  met 
me  on  the  terrace,  and  thanked  me  for  what  I  had 
done  for  him.  I  acted  very  weakly  ;  I  was  confus- 
ed. Indeed,  I  know  not  what  he  said  ;  but  he  fell 
upon  his  knees,  aind  I  became  so  disconcerted,—. 
ho  frightened,  of  his  having  attributed  my  beha- 
viour to  indelicacy,  or  forwardness,  that  I  answered 
something  which  offended  him.  And  I  am  sure, 
he  now   thinks  me  inhuman  and  proud." 

Sir  Robert  kissed  her  throbbing  forehead,  as  she 
ended  this  rapid  and  hardly  articulate  explanation. 

"  Tell  me  candidly,  my  dearest  Mary  !"-said  he, 
*^  can  you  believe  that  a  man  of  Sobieski's  disposition 
would  kneel  to  a  woman  whom  he  did  not  both  re- 
spect and  love  ?  Simple  gratitude,  my  dear  girl, 
is  not  so  earnest.  You  have  said  enough  to  con- 
vince me,  whatever  may  be  your  sentiments,  that 
you  are  the  mistress  of  his  fate  :  and,  if  he  should 
mention  it  to  me,  may  I  tell  him  the  scene,  which 
lias  now  passed  between  us  ?  May  I  tell  him  that 
its  just  inference  would  requite  his  tenderness 
with  more  than  your  thanks  and  best  wishes  ?" 

Sir  Robert  ended  the  sentence  in  a  gay  tone  ; 
but  Miss  Beaufort,  whose  nice  sensibility  believed 
that  the  count  must  now  despise  her,  looked  down 
to  conceal  the  wretchedness  which  spoke  through 
her  eyes,  and,  vv'ith  a  half  suppressed  sigh,  answer- 
ed ;  "  I  will  not  deny  that  I  deeply  esteem  the 
count  Sobieski.  I  admired  his  character  before  I 
saw  him  :  and  whea  I  saw  him,  although  ignorant 


THADDEUS   OF    WARSAW-  275 

that  it  was  he,  my  respect  increased.  Yet,  I  never 
have  aspired  to  any  share  in  his  heart,  or  even  his 
remembrance  :  1  could  not  have  the  presumption . 
Therefore,  my  dear  uncle,"  added  she,  laying  her 
trembHng  hand  on  his  arm,  "  I  beseech  you,  a^  you 
value  my  feelings,  my  peace  of  mind  !  never  to 
breathe  a  syllable  of  my  weakness  to  him.  I 
think,"  added  she,  clasping  her  hands  with  energy, 
and  forgetting  the  force  of  her  expression, "  I  would^ 
sooner  suffer  death  than  lose  his  esteem." 

"  And  yet,"  inquired  Sir  Robert,  "  you  will 
some  future  period  give  your  hand  to  anothj 
man  ?" 

Mary,  who  did  not  consider  the  extent  of  this' 
insidious  question,  answered  with  fervour,  "  Nev 
er.  I  never  can  be  happier  than  I  am,"  added 
she,  with  breathless  haste,  seeing  by  the  smile  on 
Sir  Robert's  lips,  that  far  more  had  been  declared 
by  her  manner,  than  the  words  intended.  Fearful 
of  betraying  herself  farther,  she  begged  permis- 
sion to  retire  to  the  house. 

The  baronet,  now  looking  very  serious,  took  her 
hand  ;  and  reseating  her  by  him,  said,  "  No,  my 
dearest  Mary  ;  you  shall  not  leave  me,  unless  you 
honestly  avow  what  are  your  true  sentiments  of 
the  count  Sobieski.  You  know,  my  sweet  girl, 
that  I  have  tried  to  make  you  regard  me  as  a  fath- 
er ;  to  induce  you  to  receive  from  my  love,  the 
treble  affection  of  your  deceased  parents,  and  my 
lamented  wife.  If  my  dear  niece  do  not  deny  this, 
she  cannot  treat  me  with  reserve  ?" 

Miss  Beaufort  was  unable  to  restrain  her  tears. 
Sir  Robert  continued. 

"  I  will  not  overwhelm  your  delicacy  by  repeat- 
ing the  inquiry,  whether  I  have  mistaken  the 
source  of  your  recent  emotion  ;  only  allow  me  to 
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bestow  some  encouragement  on  the  count's  attach- 
ment, should  he  claim  my  services  in  its  behalf." 

Mary  snatched  her  uncle's  hand  to  her  lips,  and 
kissing  it,  whilst  her  dropping  tears  fell  upon  it, 
threw  herself  impetuously  on  her  knees,  and  repli- 
ed m  a  timid  voice  ;  "  I  should  be  a  monster  of 
ingratitude  could  I  hide  any  thing  from  you,  my 
dearest  Sir,  after  all  this  kindness  !  I  confess,  that 
1  do  regard  the  count  Sobieski  more  than  any  be- 
ing on  earth.  Who  could  see  and  know  him, 
and  think  it  possible  to  love  another  ?" 

"  And  you  shall  be  his,  my  darling  Mary  !'* 
cried  the  baronet,  mingling  his  own  blissful  tears 
with  hers  ;  I  once  hoped  to  have  contrived  an  at- 
tachment between  you  and  Pembroke,  but  Heaven 
has  decreed  it  better.  When  you  and  Thaddeus 
are  united,  I  shall  be  happy  ;  I  may  then  die  ia 
peace." 

Miss  Beaufort  sighed  heavily.  She  could  not 
participate  in  her  uncle's  rapture.  She  thought 
that  she  had  insulted  and  disgusted  the  count  by 
her  late  Ixihaviour  ;  and  was  opening  her  lips  to 
urge  it  again,  when  the  object  of  their  conversa- 
tion appeared  at  a  little  distance  coming  towards 
them.  Full  of  renewed  trepidation,  she  burst  from 
the  baronet's  hand  :  and,  taking  to  flight,  left  her 
uncle  to  meet  Sobieski  alone. 

Sir  Robert's  anxious  question  received  a  more 
rapid  reply  from  Thaddeus,  than  had  proceeded 
from  the  reluctant  Miss  Beaufort.  The  animated 
gratitude  of  Sobieski  ;  the  ardent,  yet  respectful 
manner  with  which  he  declared  her  eminence 
above  all  other  women,  soon  convinced  the  baronet, 
that  Mary's  retreating  delicacy  had  misinformed 
her,  A  complete  explanation  was  the  conse- 
quence ;    and  Thaddeus*  vrho  had  not  been  more 
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sanguine  in  his  hopes,  than  his  lovely  mistress  was 
in  hers,  allowed  the  clouds  over  his  sunny  eyes  to 
disappear. 

Sir  Robert,  impatient  to  see  these  two  beings,  so 
dear  to  his  heart,  repose  confidence  in  each  other's 
affection,  the  moment  he  returned  to  the  house, 
asked  his  sister  for  Miss  Beaufort.  Mrs.  Dorothy 
having  replied,  that  she  had  seen  her  about  half  an 
jhour  ago  retire  to  her  own  apartments,  the  baronet 
sent  a  servant  up  stairs,  to  beg  that  she  would  meetj 
him  in  the  library. 

This  message  found  her  in  a  paroxysm  of  dis- 
tress. She  reproached  herself  for  her  impru- 
dence, her  temerity,  her  unwomanly  conduct,  in 
having  given  away  her  heart  to  a  man  who  never 
had  required  it.  She  remembered,  that  her  weak- 
ness, not  her  sincerity,  betrayed  this  humiliating 
secret  to  Sir  Robert  ;  and,  nearly  at  her  wit's  end 
with  a  beating  heart,  she  was  traversing  the  room, 
almost  hoping,  that  she  was  in  a  miserable  dream, 
when  her  maid  entered  with  the  baronet's  com- 
mands. 

Disdaining  herself,  and  determining  to  regain 
some  portion  of  her  own  respect,  by  steadily  oppos- 
ing all  her  uncle's  deluding  hopes,  with  an  assum- 
ed serenity  she  arrived  at  the  study  door.  She 
laid  her  hand  on  the  lock,  but  the  moment  it  yield- 
ed to  her  touch,  all  her  firmness  vanished  ;  and 
trembling  and  pale  as  death,  she  appeared  before 
him. 

Sir  Robert  having  supported  her  to  a  chair, 
with  the  most  affectionate  and  delicate  expressions 
of  paternal  affection,  repeated  to  her  the  sum  of 
his  conversation  with  the  count.  Mary  was  al- 
most wild  at  this  discourse.  So  inconsistent  and 
erratic  is  th^  passion  of  love,  when  it  reigns  in  ?. 
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woman's  breast,  she  forgot  in  an  instant,  the  looks 
and  voice  of  Thaddeus  ;  she  forgot  that  tender 
parting  letter,  which  even  then  she  treasured  in 
her  bosom  ;  she  forgot  her  terror  of  having  forfeit- 
ed him,  by  her  affected  coldness  alone  ;  and  dread- 
ing that  the  first  proposal  of  their  union  had  pro- 
ceeded from  her  uncle,  she  buried  her  agitated 
face  in  her  hands,  and  exclaimed  ;  "  O,  Sir  !  1  fear 
that  you  have  made  me  forever  hateful  in  my  own 
eyes,  and  despicable  in  those  of  the  count  Sobi- 
eski  i" 

Sir  Robert  tried  to  assure  her,  that  she  alarmed 
herself  without  a  cause  ;  but  she  would  not,  she 
could  not  be  pacified  ;  she  believed  that  her  deli- 
cacy had  been  made  a  rash  sacrifice  ;  and  was  sit- 
ting gloomily  weeping  on  a  window-seat,  when  the 
baronet  gently  added,  "  Well,  Mary,  since  I  can- 
not prevail  over  this  strange  incredulity,  1  will  call 
in  a  more  powerful  pleader." 

He  rose  and  opened  the  door  which  led  to  the 
dining-room.  Miss  Beaufort  instantly  got  up,  and 
flying  to  the  opposite  door,  would  have  retreated, 
had  not  Sir  Robert  suddenly  thrown  himself  in  her 
way.  He  threw  his  arm  about  her  waist,  and  turn- 
ing her  round,  she  saw  the  count,  who  had  enter- 
ed, standing,  and  regarding  her  with  an  anxiety, 
which  covered  her  before  pale  features  with  blushes. 

His  father  bid  him  come  near.  Sobieski  obeyed, 
though  with  a  step  that  expressed  how  reluctant  he 
was  to  oppress  the  woman  whom  he  so  truly  loved. 
Mary's  face  was  now  hidden  in  her  uncle's  bosom. 
Sir  Robert  put  her  almost  lifeless  hand  into  that  of 
his  son,  who  dropping  on  his  knee,  said,  in  an  agi-^ 
tated  voice,  "  Dearest  Miss  Beaufort,  do  you  real- 
ly recal  those  cruel  words,  which  you  directed  tQ 
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me  this  morning  ?    May  I  indulge  myself  in  the 
idea  that  I  am  blessed  with  your  esteem  V 

She  could  not  reply,  but  whispered  to  her  uncle, 
"  Pray,  Sir,  desire  the  count  to  rise  I  I  am  already 
sufficiently  overwhelmed." 

"  My  sweet  Mary  I"  returned  the  baronet,  press- 
ing her  in  his  arms,  "  this  is  no  time  for  decep- 
tion on  either  side.  I  know  both  your  hearts. 
Rise  Thaddeus  ;"  said  he  to  the  count,  whilst  he 
locked  both  their  hands  within  his  ;  "  take  him, 
Mary  :  receive  from  your  uncle  his  most  precious 
gift ;  my  matchless  and  injured  son.'* 

The  shock  which  the  first  part  of  this  speech  oc-^ 
casioned  Miss  Beaufort  would  have  sunk  her  ex- 
hausted spirits  to  insensibility,  had  not  the  extra- 
ordinary assertion  at  its  end  aroused  and  surprised 
her. 

"  Gracious  Providence  1"  exclaimed  she,  "What 
do  you  mean,  my  dear  uncle  ?" 

^*  Thaddeus  will  explain  all  to  you,"  returned 
he,  "  May  Heaven  bless  you  both  !  I  leave  you  to- 
gether ;  and  from  him  you  will  be  confirmed  in 
the  truth  of  what  I  say." 

Mary  was  too  much  astonished  to  think  of  fol- 
lowing her  uncle  out  of  the  room.  She  sunk  on 
a  seat,  and  turning  her  eyes  full  of  amazement  to- 
wards the  count,  seemed  to  demand  an  explana- 
tion. Thaddeus,  who  still  retained  her  passive 
hand,  pressed  it  warmly  to  his  heart  ;  and  whilst 
his  effulgent  eyes  were  beaming  transport  and  love, 
he  imparted  to  her,  a  concise,  but  impressive  nar- 
rative of  his  relationship  with  Sir  Robert,  and  their 
late  arrangement.  He  touched  with  short,  yet  ar- 
dent enthusiasm,  on  the  virtues  of  his  mother  ;  he 
acknowledged  the  unbounded  gratitude  which  was 
due  to  that  God  who  had  so  wonderfully  conducted 
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him  to  find  a  parent  and  a  home  in  England  ;  and 
with  renewed  pathos  of  look  and  manner  ratified 
the  proffer  which  Sir  Robert  had  made  of  his 
heart  and  hand. 

Mary  listened  with  uncontrollable  emotion  to 
this  interesting  detail.  Her  eyes  overflowed  : 
their  ingenuous  language,  enforced  by  the  eloquent 
blood  which  glowed  on  her  cheek,  did  not  require 
the  medium  of  words  to  declare  what  was  passing 
in  her  mind.  Thaddeus  gazed  on  her  with  a  cer- 
tainty of  bliss,  which  penetrated  his  soul  until  its 
'raptures  almost  amounted  to  pain.  The  heart 
may  ache  with  joy  :  neither  sighs  nor  language 
could  express  what  passed  in  the  count's  ;  he  held 
her  hand  to  his  lips  ;  his  other  arm  fell  uncon- 
sciously round  her  waist ;  and  in  a  moment  he 
found  that  he  had  pressed  her  to  his  breast.  His 
heart  beat  violently.  Miss  Beaufort  rose  instanta- 
neously from  her  chair  ;  but  her  pure  nature 
needed  no  disguise  ;  she  looked  up  to  him,  whilst 
her  blushing  eyes  were  raining  down  tears  of  de- 
light, and  pronounced,  in  a  trembling  voice,  "  Tell 
my  dear  uncle,  that  Mary  Beaufort  glories  in  the 
means  by  which  she  becomes  his  daughter." 

She  moved  to  the  door  :  Thaddeus,  whose  full 
tide  of  transport  denied  him  utterance,  only  clasp- 
ed her  hands  again  to  his  lips  and  bosom  ;  then, 
relinquishing  them  with  reluctance,  he  suffered 
her  to  quit  the  room. 
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CHAP.  XIX. 

CONCLUSION* 

"The  magnificent  establisliment  which  this  piT)- 
jected  union  offered  to  Sobieski  seemed  to  heal  the 
yet  bleeding  conscience  of  Sir  Robert  Somerset. 
Although  he  had  acquiesced  in  the  count's  gen- 
erous surrender  of  the  family  honours,  his  heart 
remained  ill  at  ease.  Every  dutiful  expression 
from  this  long  neglected  son  stabbed  him  with 
availing  remorse.  Conscious  that  his  criminal 
marriage  with  Pembroke's  mother  deprived  the 
son  of  Therese  of  his  just  inheritance,  he  could 
never  m.eet  Sobieski's  filial  attentions  without  en- 
during pangs  of  self-reproach,  which  embittered 
all  his  joy.  Miss  Beaufort's  avowed  and  returned 
affection,  at  once  removed  the  sting  of  this  inces- 
sant recollection  :  Mistress  of  immense  wealth, 
her  hand  would  not  only  put  the  injured  Thaddeus 
in  possession  of  those  pure  delights  dependent  on 
mutual  sympathy  of  soul,  but  would  empower  his 
munificent  spirit  again  to  exert  itself  in  the  dis- 
posal of  an  almost  princely  fortune. 

Such  meditations  having  followed  the  now  tran- 
quillized baronet  to  his  pillow,  they  brought  him 
into  the  breakfast  parlour  next  day,  full  of  that 
calm  pleasure,  which  promises  a  steady  continu- 
ance. The  happy  family  were  assembled.  Mrs. 
Dorothy  saluted  her  brother,  whose  brightened  eye 
declared  that  he  had  something  pleasant  to  com- 
municate ;  and  he  did  not  keep  her  a  moment  in 
suspense.  With  the  first  dish  of  coffee  which  was 
poured  out,  his  grateful  heart  unburthened  itself 
Vol.  II.  A  a 
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of  the  delightful  tidhigs,  that  before  the  present 
month  should  expire,  Miss  Beaufort  would  give 
her  hand  to  the  count  Sobieski. 

Pembroke  was  the  only  hearer  who  did  not  ex- 
press surprise  at  this  declaration  :  the  transported 
Thaddeus  had  flown  to  his  bed-side  the  preceding 
night,  and  with  a  bounding  and  enraptured  heart, 
related  the  whole  of  the  recent  scenes. 

During  Sir  Robert's  animating  speech,  Mary's 
blushing,  yet  triumphant  eyes,  sought  a  veil  in  a 
branch  of  geranium,  which  she  held  in  her  tremb- 
ling hand,  and  affected  to  smell. 

Mrs.  Dorothy  rose  from  her  chair  ;  her  height- 
ened colour,  and  glittering  eyes,  spoke  more  than 
her  lips,  when  she  pressed,  first  her  niece,  and 
then  the  count  Sobieski,  in  her  venerable  arms. 

"  Heaven  bless  you  both  !"  cried  she,  "  This 
marriage  will  be  the  glory  of  my  age." 

Miss  Beaufort  turned  from  the  embrace  of  her 
aunt,  to  meet  the  warm  congratulations  of  Pem- 
broke. Whilst  he  kissed  her  burning  cheek,  he 
whispered  loud  enough  for  every  one  to  hear  ; 
"  And  why  may  I  not  participate  in  my  good  aunt's 
triumph  ?  Attempt  it,  dear  Mary  !  If  you  can 
persuade  my  father  to  allow  me  to  make  myself  as 
happy  with  lady  Albina  Stanhope,  as  you  will 
render  Sobieski,  I  shall  forever  bless  you." 

Lady  Albina  coloured  like  scarlet.  Sir  Robert 
took  her  hand  with  a  smile  of  pleased  surprise. 
"  Do  you,  my  lovely  guest  ?  Do  you  sanction 
Vv'hat  this  bold  boy  has  just  said  ?" 

Lady  Albina  made  no  answer  ;  but  blushing 
deeper  than  before,  cast  a  side -long  glance  at  Pem- 
broke, as  if  to  petition  his  support.  He  was  at 
her  side  in  an  instant  ;  then  seriously,  and  earn- 
estly entreating  his  father's  consent  to  an  union 
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with  her  ladyship,  (whose  approbation  of  his  pas- 
sion, he  had  obtained  the  preceding  day  in  the 
shepherd's  hut  ;)  he  awaited  with  hoping  anxiety, 
the  sounds  which  seemed  f^iltering  on  Sir  Rob- 
ert's lips. 

The  baronet,  quite  overcome  by  his  darlini; 
Pembroke,  having,  hke  his  brother,  disposed  of  his 
heart  so  much  to  his  own  honour,  found  himself  un- 
able to  say  what  he  wished  ;  and  joining  the  hands 
of  the  two  young  people  in  silence*,  he  hurried  out 
of  the  room.  He  ascended  to  the  library,  where, 
kneeling  down,  he  returned  devout  thanks  to  that 
all-gracious  Being,  who  crowned  one  so  unworthy 
with  blessings  so  conspicuous. 

Thaddeus,  no  less  than  his  father,  remembered 
the  hand,  which  having  guided  him  through  a 
thorny  but  short  path  of  sorrow,  had  in  the  end 
conducted  him  to  an  Eden  of  bliss  j  his  heart  did 
not  forget,  even  in  the  midst  of  gaiety  and  smiles, 
the  ardent  gratitude  which  was  due  to  the  benefi- 
cent Disi^enser  of  his  happiness. 

Before  the  lapse  of  a  week  it  was  discovered,  that 
Sir  Robert  must  hasten  the  marriage  of  Pembroke 
with  lady  Albina,  or  be  forced  by  law  tQ  yield  her 
to  the  demands  of  her  father.  After  some  search, 
lord  Tinemouth  learned  that  his  daughter  v/as  un- 
der the  protection  of  Sir  Robert  Somerset.  In» 
flamed  with  rage  and  revenge,  he  sent  to  order  her 
immediate  return,  under  pain  of  an  instantaneous 
appeal  to  the  courts  of  judicature. 

Too  well  aware  that  her  non-age  laid  her  open 
to  the  realizing  of  this  threat,  lady  Albina  fell  into 
the  most  alarming  fits  on  the  first  communication 
of  the  message.  Sir  Robert  urged,  that  in  her 
circumstances,  no  authority  could  be  opposed  to 
the  earl'sj  except  that  of  a  husband's  ;  and  on  this 
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consideration  she  complied  with  his  arguments  and 
the  prayers  of  her  lover,  directly  to  give  that  pow- 
er into  the  hands  of  Pembroke. 

Accordingly  nest  morning  by  day-break,  accom- 
panied by  Mrs.  Dorothy  and  the  enraptured  Mr. 
Somerset,  the  terrified  lady  Albina  commenced  her 
journey  to  Scotland  ;  that  being  the  only  place 
where,  in  her  situation,  the  marriage  could  be  le- 
gally solemnized. 

Whilst  these  young  runaways  chaperoned  by 
an  old  maiden  aunt,  were  pursuing  their  rapid 
iiight  to  Gretna  Green,  Sir  Robert  sent  his  stew- 
ard to  London,  to  prepare  tY»o  houses  near  his  own 
in  Grosvenor  square,  for  the  reception  of  his  chil- 
dren. During  these  necessary  arrangements,  a 
happy  fortnight  elapsed  at  Deerhurst.  Thrice 
happy  to  Mary,  because  its  tranquil  hours  im- 
parted to  her  captive  heart  '  a  sober  certainty  of 
ihat  vjciklng  bliss ^^  which  had  so  often  animated  the 
visions  of  her  imagination.  Morning,  noon,  and 
evening,  the  companion  of  the  count  Sobieski,  she 
saw,  with  added  enthusiasm,  that  the  sublime  and. 
princely  virtues  did  not  reign  alone  in  his  bosom. 
Their  insufferable  brightness  was  rendered  less 
intense,  was  beautifully  veiled,  by  the  softening 
shades  of  those  gentle  amiabilities,  which  are  the 
soothers  and  sweeteners  of  life.  His  breast  seem- 
ed the  residence  of  love  :  of  a  love,  that  not  only 
infused  a  warmer  existence  through  her  soul,  but 
diffused  such  a  light  of  benevolence  over  every  be- 
ing within  its  influence,  that  all  appeared  happy 
who  caught  a  beam  of  his  eye  ;  all  enchanted,  who 
shared  the  magic  of  his  smile.  Under  what  dif- 
ferent effects  had  she  seen  this  man  !  Yet  how  con- 
sistent !  At  the  first  period  of  their  acquaintance, 
she  beheld  hini;  like  that  glorious  orb;   which  her 
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ardent  fancy  told  her  he  resembled,  struggling 
with  the  storm,  or  looking  with  steady  grandeur 
through  the  clouds  which  obscured  his  path  : 
But  now,  like  the  radiant  sun  of  summer  amidst  a 
splendid  sky,  he  seemed  to  stand,  the  source  of 
light,  and  love,  and  joy. 

Thus  did  the  warm  fancy,  and  warmer  heart  of 
Mary  Beaufort,  paint  the  image  of  her  lover  ;  and 
when  Sir  Robert  received  intelligence  that  the 
Gretna  Green  party  were  arrived  in  town,  and  were 
impatient  for  the  company  of  the  dear  inhabitants 
of  Deerhurst,  she  confessed  that  some  embers  of 
human  frailty  did  sparkle  in  her  bosom,  at  the  an- 
ticipation of  witnessing  the  homage,  which  they 
who  had  despised  the  unfriended  Constantincj 
would  pay  to  the  declared  and  illustrious  Sobieski. 

The  news  of  lady  Albina's  marriage  enraged 
the  earl  of  Tinemouth  almost  to  madness.  Well 
aware,  that  his  withholding  her  ladyship's  fortune 
would  occasion  no  uneasiness  to  a  family  of  Sir 
Robert  Somerset's  vast  possessions,  he  gave  way 
to  still  more  vehement  bursts  of  passion  ;  and,  in 
a  fit  of  impotent  threatening,  embarked,  with  all 
his  household,  to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  season 
on  his  estates  in  Ireland. 

This  abrupt  departure  of  the  earl's  caused  lady 
Albina  little  uneasiness.  His  unremitted  cruelty, 
her  brother's  indifference,  and  the  barbed  insults 
of  lady  Sophia  Lovel,  wrankled  too  deeply  to  leave 
any  filial  regret  behind.  Considering  their  absence 
a  suspension  of  pain,  rather  than  a  punishment,  she 
did  not  stain  the  kiss,  which  she  imprmted  on  the 
venerable  cheek  of  her  new  parent,  with  one  tear  to 
the  memory  of  her  unnatural  father. 

Whilst  all  was  preparation,  splendour,  and  hap- 
piness m  Grosvenor-square,  Thaddeus  did  not  for- 
A  a  2 
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get  the  excellent  Mrs.  Robson.  He  hastened  ic 
St.  Martin's-lane,  where  the  good  woman  received 
him  with  open  arms  :  Nancy  hung,  crying  for  joy, 
upon  his  hand  ;  and  sprung  rapturously  about  his 
neck,  when  he  told  her,  that  he  was  now  a  rich 
man,  and  that  she  and  her  grandmother  should  live 
with  him  forever.  "  I  am  going  to  be  married,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Robson  ;  that  angel,  who  visited  yoiv 
when  I  was  in  prison,  has  ivi/ied  atvaij  all  tears  from 
my  eyes  ;"  said  he,  and  drying  the  cheek  of  his 
weeping  landlady  with  his  own  handkerchief,  he 
continued  ;  "  she  commanded  me  not  to  leave  you, 
until  you  had  assured  me,  that  you  will  brighten 
our  happiness,  by- taking  possession  of  a  pretty 
cottage,  which  is  close  by  her  house  in  Hampshire. 
It  is  within  Beaufort-park  ;  and  there,  my  Marj? 
and  myself  will  visit  you  continually." 

"  Blessed  Mr.  Constantine  i'*  cried  the  worthy 
woman,  pressing  his  hand,  ^'  myself,  my  Nancy  ; 
we  are  yours  ;  take  us  whither  you  would  ;— for 
wherever  you  go,  there  ivill  the  Almighty^  s  handlead 
iiSy  a7id  there  will  his  right  hand  hold  us." 

The  count  rose  and  turned  to  the  window  ;  his 
heart  was  full  ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  take  time  to 
recover  himself,  before  he  could  resum.e  the  con^ 
versation,  to  propose  the  proper  dispositions  for 
the  speedy  removal  of  Mrs.  Robson  and  her  grand- 
daughter, to  their  new  residence.  He  saw  her 
twice  after  this  ;  and  on  the  day  of  her  departure 
for  Hampshire,  he  put  into  her  hand  the  first 
quarterly  payment  of  an  annuity,  which  would 
henceforward  afford  her  every  comfort ;  and  raise 
her  to  that  easy  rank  in  society,  which  her  gentle 
3nanners,  and  rare  virtues,  were  so  admirably  fitted 
to  adorn.  Neither  did  he  neglect  Mr.  Burnett, 
it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  allow  anv  who  had  served 
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him  to  pass  unrequited.  He  visited  him  on  the 
day  of  his  arrival  ;  and  having  repaid  him,  with  a 
generosity,  wliich  astonished  even  the  good  money 
lender,  he  took  his  sword,  with  the  other  relics  of 
what  were  once  so  dear,  and  pressing  them  mourn- 
fully, yet  gratefully,  to  his  breast,  re-entered  Siy 
Robert's  carriage  and  drove  home. 

Thaddeus  next  directed  his  steps  to  Dr.  Caven- 
dish's. He  found  his.  worthy  friend  at  home,  who 
received  him  with  a  welcome,  which  was  increased 
to  transport,  when  Thaddeus  told  him,  with  a 
smiling  countenance,  that  he  was  that  Sobieski, 
about  whose  wayward  fate  he  had  asked  so  many 
ill-answered  questions.  The  astonished  and  de- 
lighted doctor  embraced  him  with  an  ardour,  which 
spoke  better  than  language,  his  admiration  and 
esteem.  His  amazement  having  subsided,  he  was 
discoursing  with  animated  interest,  on,  events,  at 
once  so  fatal  and  so  glorious  to  Sobieski,  when  a 
gentleman  was  announced  by  the  name  of  Mr. 
Hopetown.  He  entered,  and  Dr.  Cavendish,  at 
the  same  time,  introducing  Thaddeus  as  the  count 
Sobieski,  Mr.  Hopetown  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him 
with  an  expression  which  neither  of  the  friends 
could  comprehend.  Dr.  Cavendish,  a  little  dis- 
concerted at  thcf^merchant's  rudeness,  attempted  to 
draw  off  the  steadiness  of  his  gaze,  by  asking  how 
long  he  had  been  in  England. 

''  I  left  Dantzic,"  replied  he,  "  about  a  fortnight 
ago,  and  I  should  have  been  in  London  five  days 
since,  but  a  favourite  horse  of  mine,  which  I 
brought  with  me,  fell  sick. at  Harwich,  and  I  waited 
until  he  was  well  enough  to  travel." 

Whilst  he  spoke,  he  never  withdrew  his  eyes 
from  the  face  of  Thaddeus,  who,  at  the  words 
Dantzic  and  /^or^^,  recollected  his  faithful  Saladinej, 
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and  almost  hoping  that  this  Mr.  Hopetown  might 
prove  to  be  the  Briton,  to  whom  he  had  consigned 
the  noble  animal,  he  now  took  a  part  in  the  con- 
versation, by  inquiring  of  the  merchant,  whether 
he  were  a  resident  of  Dantzic. 

"  No,  my  lord  ;"  replied  he,  "  I  live  within  a 
mile  of  it.  Several  years  ago  I  quitted  the  smoke 
and  bustle  of  the  town,  to  enjoy  fresh  air  and  quiet." 

"  Last  year,"  rejoined  Sobieski,  "  I  passed 
through  Dantzic,  in  my  way  to  England.  I  be- 
lieve I  saw  your  house,  and  remarked  its  situation  : 
the  park  is  beautiful."^ 

"  And  I  am  indebted,  count,'*  resumed  the 
merchant^  "  to  a  nobleman  of  your  country,  for  its 
finest  ornament.  I  mean  the  very  horse  I  spoke 
of  just  now.  He  was  sent  to  me  one  .morning, 
with  a  letter  from  his  brave  owner,  requesting  me, 
by  vfrtue  of  my  ancestors,  to  give  him  shelter  in 
my  park.  He  is  the  most  beautiful  aniij^al  lever 
beheld  ;  and,  unwilling  to  leave  so  sacred  a  deposit 
behind  me,  when  I  came  to  England,  I  brought 
him  with  me." 

"  Poor  Saladine !"  cried  Thaddeus,  his  heart 
overflowing  with  remembrance  ;  "  how  glad  X 
shall  be  to  see  thee  T* 

"AVhat  1  was  the  horse  yours?"  asked  Dr. 
Cavendish,  surprised  at  this  apostrophe. 

"  Yes  ;"  returned  Thaddeus,  "  he  was  mine  I 
and  I  owe  to  Mr.  Hopetown,  a  thousand  thanks, 
lor  his  generous  acquiescence  with  the  prayers  of 
an  unfortunate  stranger." 

"  No  thanks  to  me,  count  Sobieski.  The  mo- 
ment I  entered  this  room,  I  thought  that  1  recol- 
lected  you  to  be  the  same  Polish  officer,  whom  I 
Jiad  observed  on  the  beach  at  Dantzic.  When  I 
described  your  figure  to  the  man  who  brought  the 
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horse,  he  said  it  was  the  same  who  gave  him  the 
letter.  I  could  not  learn  your  lordship's  name,  but 
1  hoped  one  day  or  other,  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  you  again  ;  and  of  returning  Saladine  in- 
to your  hands,  in  as  good  condition  as  when  he 
came  to  mine." 

Tears  started  into  the  eyes  of  Thaddeus. 

"  That  horse,  Mr.  Hopetown,  has  carried  me 
through  many  a  bloody  field  ;  he  alone  witnessed 
my  last  adieu  to  the  bleeding  corpse  of  my  coun- 
try !  I  shall  receive  him  again,  as  an  old  and  dear 
friend  ;  but  to  his  kind  protector,  how  can  I  ever 
demonstrate  the  whole  of  my  gratitude  V* 

"  To  have  had  it  in  my  power  to  serve  the  count 
Sobieski  is  a  privilege  of  itself  ;"  returned  Mr. 
Hopetown  ;  "  I  am  proud  of  that  distinction  :  and 
to  be  called  the  friend  of  a  man,  whom  all  the 
world  honours,  will  be  a  title,  which  John  Hope- 
town  would  not  exchange  to  be  made  sovereign  of 
the  Indies  !" 

Before  the  worthy  merchant  took  his  leave,  he 
promised  Thaddeus  to  send  Saladine  to  Grosvenor- 
square  that  evening  ;  and  to  accompany  doctor 
Cavendish,  to  meet  the  count,  the  following  day 
at  dinner,  at  Mr.  Somerset's. 

Lady  Albina  Somerset's  arrival  in  London  was 
greeted  by  the  immediate  visits  of  all  the  people 
in  town,  who  had  been  acquainted  with  the  late 
countess  of  Tinemouth,  or  known  to  the  baronet's 
family.  Amongst  the  earliest  names,  whose  tick- 
ets appeared  at  her  ladyship's  door,  were  those  of 
lord  Berrington,  captain  and  Mrs.  Montresor,  and 
Dr.  Blackmore.  Lady  Albina  did  not  propose  op- 
ening her  gates  to  the  gay  world,  until  Miss  Beau- 
fort and  the  count  were  married,  and  they  and  she 
Uad  been  presented  at  court  ;    but  having  heard 
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Pembroke  speak  of  the  before-mentioned  personh> 
with  particular  respect,  (when  she  took  the  list  of 
her  numerous  visitors  out  of  the  porter's  hand,  she 
selected  them  as  the  first  which  should  grace  her 
table.  To  this  groupe  of  friends,  Thaddeus  inform- 
ed the  fair  bride,  that  he  had  taken  the  liberty  to 
add  Dr.  Cavendish,  and  Mr.  Hopetown  of  Dantzic. 

When  the  count  alighted  at  Mr.  Somerset's  door 
on  the  appointed  day,  he  was  rejoiced  to  see  so 
many  happy  countenances.  Lady  Albina  received 
Dr.  Cavendish  and  Mr.  Hopetown  with  graceful 
hospitality.  But  the  lovely  Mary,  taking  the  hand 
of  the  generous  protector  of  Saladine,  pressed  it 
warmly,  and  accompanied  the  action  with  a  sincere 
avowal  of  her  interest  in  every  thing  that  was  at- 
tached to  the  count.  Sobieski  turned  towards  lord 
Berrington,  and  the  ever  lively  Maria  Egerton, 
(now  Mrs.  Montresor)  who  both  ran  up  to  him  at 
the  same  instant,  to  express  their  joy  at  not  only 
seeing  him  again,  but  in  a  situation  so  consonant  to 
his  fame  and  quality. 

Thaddeus  replied  to  their  felicitations,  with  a. 
frankness  and  grace  peculiarly  his  own  ;  and  was 
not  a  little  surprised  when  Dr.  Blackmore,  a  mo- 
ment afterwards,  recognized  him  to  be  the  stran- 
ger, who  had  so  much  engaged  his  attention  about 
a  twelvemonth  before.  The  count  did  not  recoK 
lect  the  circumstance,  until  the  good  doctor  brought 
the  very  hour  to  his  remembrance,  by  mentioning 
the  Hummums  ;  and  recapitulating  the  rudeness, 
of  the  man  in  black,  whose  name  he  said,  he  had 
since  learnt,  was  Loftus. 

Pembroke  could  hardly  hear  the  worthy  clergy- 
man to  an  end.  He  exclaimed  against  his  vile  tu- 
tor's indefatigable  villany  ;  and  turning  to  Sir 
Robert,  exclaimed,  "  My  dear  Sir,  the  recent  hap* 
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py  events  have  hitherto  averted  justice  from  seiz- 
ing this  man  ;  but  I  must  beg,  that  his  connexion 
with  any  thing  belonging  to  us  may  end  tomor- 
row. Write  to  him,  and  order  him  to  resign  his 
situation  at  Arun-house  immediately. 

The  baronet  promised  ;  and  Sobieski,  trying  to 
change  a  conversation,  which  agitated  his  brother, 
addressed  Mrs.  Montresor  on  some  general  topic. 
Capt.  Montresor  joined  them,  and  expressed  great 
regret  at  the  loss  he  should  shortly  suffer  in  the 
absence  of  his  friend  captain  Roos. 

"  How  ?  Whither  is  he  going  ?"  demanded  his 
wife. 

Montresor  replied,  by  lamenting  the  ill  state  of 
lady  Sara  Roos's  health,  and  the  necessity  which 
her  husband  found  to  carry  her  to  Italy  for  its 
restoration. 

^'  I  met  him  this  morning,"  continued  he,  "  in 
despair  about  her." 

Thaddeus  too  well  divined,  that  this  increased 
indisposition  owed  its  rise  to  his  return  to  town  : 
and  inwardly  petitioning  Heaven,  that  absence 
might  complete  her  cure,  he  could  not  suppress 
the  sigh,  which  her  fatal  devotedness  to  him  wrung 
from  his  pity  and  his  gratitude. 

No  one  present,  except  the  affectionate  Mary, 
marked  the  transient  melancholy  which  passed 
over  his  countenance.  She,  who  had  suspected 
the  unhappy  lady  Sara's  attachment,  loved  Thadde- 
us, if  possible,  still  dearer,  for  the  compassion  that 
he  bestowed  on  the  victim  of  a  passion,  which  is 
as  inscrutable  as  destructive. 

When  the  party  descended  to  dinner,  Mrs. 
Dorothy,  who  sat  next  to  Thaddeus,  rallied  him 
upon  the  desertion  of  one  of  his  most  dauntless  ad- 
mirers.    This  strange  attack,  following  so  closely 
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the  information  relating  to  lady  Sara  Roos,  siim« 
inoned  a  fervid  colour  into  the  face  of  the  count :  he 
looked  surprised,  and  rather  confused,  at  the  good 
old  lady,  who,  smiling,  related  what  she  had  been 
told  that  morning  by  her  milliner,  of  Miss  Euphe- 
mia  Dundas  having  married  a  Scotch  nobleman  at 
Hamilton. 

"  So  much  the  better  for  Miss  Beaufort  1"  cried 
Pembroke  :  "  Her  jealous  fears  may  now  be  at  an 
end  :  little  Phemy  was  no  contemptible  rival. 
Besides,  Albina,"  said' he,  turning  gaily  to  her 
1-adyship,  "  you  may  congratulate  yourself  on  the 
same  score.  I  hear  that  an  old  friend  of  mine  is 
going  to  take  her  loving  sister  off  viy  hands.  Come, 
lord  Berrington,  you  must  validate  my  report,  for 
I  learnt  it  of  you." 

His  lordship  smiled,  and  answered  in  the  affirma- 
tive ;  adding,  that  a  friend  of  his  had  written  to 
him,  as  news,  that  "  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  Halerand 
Shafto  was  on  the  point  of  marriage  with  Miss 
Dundas,  a  rich  East  Indian  heiress,  who  was  visit- 
ing my  lady  Shafco,  his  mother." 

Sobieski  wished  them  happy.  Lord  Berrington 
protested,  that  the  count  was  more  generous  than 
just. 

"  I  vow  to  heaven,"  cried  his  lordship,  "  I  never 
knew  people,  the  aim  of  whose  lives  seemed  so 
bent  on  mischief.  Euphemia,  pretty  as  she  is> 
was  better  known  by  her  spirit  of  tormenting,  than 
by  her  beauty  :  and  as  for  the  poor  squire,  wliom 
Diana  has  conjured  into  matrimony,  I  have  little 
doubt  of  his  future  honours." 

"  Ah  I"  cried  Mrs.  Montresor,  "  Poor  Acteon  !  I 
warrant  she  will  allot  him  the  punishment  he 
merits,  for  steppinp^  between  her  and  that  delecta- 
ble Endymion  fool,  Lascelles !" 
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"  A  truce,  my  dear  madam  !'*  entreated  Miss 
Beaufort; 

"  She  does  not  deserve  it  of  you,"  returned  the 
laughing  lady,  pursuing  the  subject,  until  Mrs. 
Dorothy,  and  Sir  Robert  Somerset^  were  obliged 
to  call  very  loudly  upon  charity. 

Thaddeus,  who  knew  not  the  nature  of  that  dis- 
position, which  rejoices  over  the  probable  miscon- 
duct of  our  enemies,  thought  this  part  of  the  con« 
versation  by  far  the  lea&t  pleasant  of  the  day. 

Pembroke's  wish,  with  regard  to  Mr.  Loftus,  was 
complied  with  next  morning.  Doctor  Blackmore 
having  been  prevailed  upon  to  take  charge  of  the 
young  lord  Arun,  reluctantly  bore  the  mandate  for 
his  predecessor's  dismission,  and  set  out  the  same 
day  for  the  seat  of  his  lordship's  aunt. 

Whilst  Sir  Robert  Somerset  denounced  the  guil- 
ty, he  was  careful  neither  to  plunge  him  into  fresh 
temptations,  nor  to  suffer  his  crimes  to  injure  the 
innocent.  In  pity  to  age  and  helplessness,  he  set- 
tled two  hundred  pounds  per  annum, on  the  wretch- 
ed man's  mother  and  sister  in  Wales.  And  short- 
ly after,  in  consequence  of  Loftus's  confessing  that 
all  Pembroke's  allegations^  were  but  too  just,  Sir 
Robert  adjudged  one  hundred  more,  to  be  yearly 
paid  to  the  culprit  himself ;  that,  at  least,  he  might 
not  be  induced  to  obtain  subsistence  by  new  villa- 
nies.  A«  for  the  living  of  Somerset,  which  had 
been  the  price  of  Mr.  Loftus's  integrity,  that,  Sir 
Robert  determined  to  bestow  on  Dr.  Blackmore, 
whenever  it  should  falL 

The  appointed  day  being  arrived,  in  which  Miss 
Beaufort  was  to  give  herself,  and  her  earthly  happi- 
ness into  the  power  of  the  only  man,  to  whom, 
(having  once  beheld  him,)  she  could  ever  have  re* 
Vol.  IL  b  b 
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signed  them  ;  she  pronounced  her.  vows  at  the  al- 
tar, with  unsteadiness  of  tongue,  but  a  fixed  heart. 
And  when  she  alighted  at  her  own  paternal  man- 
sion, in  Kent,  she  received  the  congratulations  of 
the  old  domestics,  with  a  tenderness,  an  eleva- 
tion of  soul,  which  drowned  her  glowing  and  en^ 
raptured  face  in  tears. 

Mrs.  Robson,  and  the  joyous  little  Nanny,  dress- 
ed in  a  white  frock,  new  for  the  occasion,  threw 
themselves  at  her  feet,  at  the  entrance  of  the  draw* 
ing-room,  ami  sobbed  forth  their  happiness,  in  the 
count's  arms,  who  gently  raisexi  them  both  ;  and, 
embracing  them  with  filial  tenderness,  hailed  the 
oldJady,  as  a  parent ;  and  the  sweet  girl,  as  an 
adopted  child.  And  Sobieski  was  fully  sensible  of 
the  favoured  path  which  Providence  spread  before 
him.  He  had  passed  through  hosts  of  evils,  and. 
.  he  now  looked  forward  to  a  long  Sabbath  of  peace 
and  gratitude^  He  found  it  at  Beaufort-hall.  He 
enjoyed  its  full  possession,  v/hen,  he  returned  to 
town,  and  saw  his  beautiful  wife  at  the  head  of 
fashion  ;  not  only  adorning  his  house,  but  filling 
liis  home  with  all  the  ineffable  comforts  of  domes- 
tic life,  and  domestic  virlaes. 

One  fine  evening  in  which  they  were  out  togeth- 
er, she  ordered  the  carriage  to  stop  in  Covent  Gar- 
den ;  when  it  drew  up,  she  expressed  a  wish  ta 
walk  through  the  chucch-yaiKl.  Thaddeus  com- 
plied ;  and  before  he  had  time  to  express  his  sur- 
prise at  the  strangeness  of  her  request,  she  led 
him  towards  the  grave  of  his  revered  friend  But- 
zou,  v/ho  was  buried  tbere.  It  was  no  longer 
the  same  ;  a  white  marble  tablet  occupied  the 
place  of  grass  and  yarrow.  The  count  bent  fop- 
ward^  and  read,  with  swimming  eyesj  the  follow- 
ing inscription  : 


THADDEUS    OF    WARSAW.  2^5' 

€  0 

©     S(o/i,  traveller ^  thou  treadestonaHero  J     0' 

0  ^^^^  3 

0  Lieutenant  General   Bi/tztou.  O' 

c  a. 

Sobieski*s  soul  was  pierced.  Incapable  of  speak- 
ing, ^^  led  his-  wife  back  to  her  carriage  ;  and 
placing  her  within  it,  clas^ped  her  suddenly  and 
fondly  to  his  breast.  His  tear^  gushed  out  in  spite 
of  himself,  and  mingling  with  hers,  poured  those 
tlianks,  those  assurances  of  animated  approbation 
through  her  hearty  as  made  it  even  ache  with  ex- 
cess, of  happiness. 

Thus  mutually  endeared,  we  leave  the  family  of 
Sir  Robert  Somerset.  We  leave  Thaddeus  Sobies- 
ki,  blessed  in  the  fruition  of  every  earthly  good. 
The  Virtues,  the  Muses,  and.  the  Charities,  weiie 
the  guests  at  his  table.  Misfortune  could  not  veil 
Genius  from  his  ey^s  y  nor  Calamity  obscure  the 
.brightness of  the. Just.  Though  banished  from  his. 
native  country^  where  his^irih  gave  him  dominion 
over  rich  territories,  now  in  ruins  ;  and  a  once 
numerous  and  happy  people,  now  no  more  ;  he 
had  not. yet  relinquished  the  lo\^.  of  empire  :  But 
it  was  not' over  principalities,  and  embattled  hostis, 
that  he  wished  to  extend  the  sceptre  of  command  : 
He  wished  to  reign  in  the  soul  r  His  throne  was 
in  the  hearts  of  the  Good,  the  Amiable,  and  the 
Unfortunate.  The  unhappy  of  every  rank  and 
Nation  found  refuge,  consolation  and  repose, 
amongst  the  shades  af  Beaufort.  No  eye  looked 
wistfully  on  him,  to  turn  away  and  weep  ;  no  voice 
address.edhim  with  the  petition  of  distress;  to  close 
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it  witH'  the  sigh  of  disappbintment :  His  smiles:^ 
cheered  the  disconsolate  ;  and  his  protecting  arms 
warded  off  the  approach  of  new  sorrows.  Peace 
ivas  nvithin  his  walls^  and  filenteousness  within  his 
palaces.  And  when  a  few  eventful  months  distin- 
guished their  course  with  the  death  of  the  iiiii^:'^ 
cable  destroyer  of  Poland,  and  general  Kosciu^zko 
(who  was  set  at  liberty  by  her  successor)  arrived 
in  England,  he  was  received  with  the  warmest 
welcome,  by  his  now  happy  friend.  "  Ah,  my 
dear  general,'*  said  he,  as  he  clasped  the  veteran 
to  his  breast ;  "  I  am  indeed  favoured  above  mor- 
tals 1  I  see  thee  again,  on  whom  L  believed  the 
gates  of  a  Russian  prison  had  closed  forever;  L 
have  all  that  remains  of  my  country  pressing  upon, 
my  heart  1  all  its  valour,  virtue,  and  heroism  is- 
now  within  my  arms  !  Kosciuszko,  my  friend,  my; 
fether,  bless  your  son  1'* 

Kosciuszko  did  bless  him  ;  and  embalmed  the 
benediction,  with  a  shower  of  tears,  more  f  ecious 
than  the  richest  unction  thatev  -flowed on  a  royaL 
head  ; — they  were  drawn  from  e  heart  of  a  hero. 
Sobieski  presented  his  lovely  wife  to  his  illustrious 
friend  ;  and  while  he  gratefully  acknowledged  the 
rare  felicity  of  his  fate,  he  owned  that  the  retro- 
spection of  past  misfortunes,  like  shade  to  a  pic- 
ture, gives  to  our  present  bliss  greater  force  and" 
bKightnea&* 


THE     END. 
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